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SONG-TIDE, AND OTHER POEMS. 

By PHILIP BOURKE MARSTON. 

SECOND EDITION. 

OPINIONS OF THE PRESS, 

" The youngest school of English poetry has received an import- 
ant accession to its ranks in Philip Bourke Marston, who will, at 
once, in virtue of this volume, take an equal place alongside of 
Swinburne, Morris, and Rossetti. That the author of * Song-tide and 
other Poems ' is a genuine poet, cannot be doubtful to any reader of 
his book. Whatever exception may be taken to the sentiment and 
philosophy of the book, it cannot be denied that it is a marvellous 
triumph of poetic expression." — Examiner, 

" There is much in these poems that impresses us with the force 
of real feeling, and the grace df an aesthetic life."— -ft?// Mall 
Gazette. 

** There is much in it that is very beautiful ; for example, the 
* Ode on the Death of Rossini,* which we would willingly, did our 
space permit, quote entire, but that being impossible, we will not 
mutilate ; or the cycle, so to speak, of four poems on the same 
subject, Uiough separate in the book, called, * After Many Days, ' 
'Dead Love,* 'Shake Hands and Go,* and * Upon the Shore.' 
The versification of all these is most melodious, and the sentiment 
(for want of a better word) legitimately poetical ; and there is much 
of the same sort in the book." — Athenaum, 

** The book is undoubtedly the work of an original mind. . . , 
We have a new poet in our midst."— J/<?r«/«|^ Post. 



" The first part of the volume consists of about fifty sonnets, which 
embrace a very wide variety of topics, some of the loftiest kind, and 
all marked by real poetic power and grace, both of thought and 
expression. " — Standard. 

** IJe has made himself master of the sonnet form — one of the 
most perilous and artificial of poetic forms, and one, too, of the 
most wearisome in inadequate hands ; Mr. Marston masters it, and 
«nakes it serve him." — Nonconformist, 

** We have now a new singer amongst us — a new student of nature, 
a new interpreter of the heart. His name is Philip Bourke Marston, 
and he has come with a first volume of delicious poetry. The ver- 
sification is smooth and sweet, and the strains are straight from the 
soul. His descriptions of Nature are vivid and beautiful. He 
paints little sketches * sweet as^blue leaves o'er enchanted isles.' " — 
Sclwol Board Chronicle, 

" The songs are pervaded by a tender melancholy, swept by 
gusts of memory, which are caught and portrayed with a skill so 
sure and exquisite, that we sometimes forget the grief while gazing 
on the beautiful features of a fair face, or on the suddenly-presented 
glory of a summer landscape. We hope that Mr. Marston's book, 
while securing for him, as it undoubtedly must, the attention and 
sympathy of students and critics, will also achieve for the author 
that more removed, but more abiding outside popularity, the attain- 
ment of which 'should be the ambitiom of every artist." — New 
Monthly Magazine. 

** No volume that has yet appeared has dealt so exhaustingly with 
love's ritual. No form of prayer or praise, no hope, fear, anticipa- 
tion, or foreboding which love can prompt is there that the poet has 
not married to immortal verse. ... In construction, these 
. sonnets are all excellent, and some of them may be accepted as 
models of this form of composition. . . . We feel no more 
doubt in predicting for Mr. Marston a brilliant future than we do in 
congratulating him upon admirable accomplishments, and we place 
before our readers his poems, satisfied we are providing them with 
a treat of no ordinary description." — Sunday Times. 
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TO 

MY FATHER, 

WITH PROFOUNDEST LOVE AND ADMIRATION, 
THIS MY SECOND BQOK. 



PREFACE. 

In that portion of my previous book called Song-tide, 
consisting of a prelude and fifty-seven sonnets, I strove 
to depict an ordinary but bitter phase of Love by track- 
ing, as well as I was able, through its dark and devious 
windings a heart which, loving passionately and with 
reason, had, for all, no hope of ever meeting with the 
response for which it yearned. 

Constant to an intention formed some years since, of 
depicting love under various aspects, I show in the 
poems and sonnets of the present volume how the love, 
so longed for and despaired of, is at last vouchsafed with 
all attendant peace and blessedness, until the beloved 
one is withdrawn, and the mourner is left but a memory, 



vi PREFACE, 

under the inspiration of which he still aspires to some 
great and .fitr-ofif good ; but ie met at every turn by 
tempters w)io would mislead, and enemies who would 
drive back. 

Thus much of explanation of the scope and artistic 
design of the book may be due alike to myself and my 
readers, who will thus see that the book, from the con- 
ception of it, must, to a great extent, be a sombre one. 

I need only add that it forms a sequel to Song-tide; 
and that another division, to be entitled A Pilgrimage^ 
will complete this series of Love-poems. 

P. B. MARSTON, 

London, November ^ 1874. 
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PRELUDE. 

Love and Bliss wedded in one heart of peace, 
And offsprings of glad songs they had ; but lo ! 
Bliss sickened soon, and died ; then did Love know 

For her was no more any joy or ease, 

And Sorrow, coming after Joy's decease. 

Laid hold of Love, and Love was linked to Woe ; 
And where Love goes, there, too, must Sorrow go ; 

And quite inseparable for life are these. 

But, as Bliss brought to Love glad songs, so now. 

See the sad offsprings of this second troth ; 
Yet, as the mother, twice a wife, may trace 
In children of both marriage-beds her face. 
And knows the twain have sprung from her, even so, 

Love sees her image equally in both. 



POEMS. 



INSEPARABLE. 

When I and thou are dead, my dear, 
The earth above us lain, 
NT* When we no more in autumn hear 

The fall of leaves and rain, 

Or roimd the snow-enshrouded year 
The midnight winds complain. 

When we no more in green mid-spring, 
Its sights and sounds may mind ; 

The warm wet leaves set quivering 
With touches of the wind, 

The birds at mom, and birds that sing. 
When day is left behind. 
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INSEPARABLE, 

When cnrer all the nxxmli^t lies, 

Intensely biig^t and still ; 
When some meandering brooklet sighs. 

At paiting firom its hill ; 
And scents from voiceless gardens rise. 

The peaceful air to fill. 

When we no more through summer light 

The deep, dim woods discern^ 
Nor hear the nightingales at night. 

In vehement singing, yearn 
To stars and moon, that dumb and bright, 

In nightly vigil bum. 

When smiles, and hopes, and joys, and fears, 

And words that lovers say ; 
And sighs of love, and passionate tears 

Are lost to us for aye. 
What thing of all our love appears. 

In cold and coffin'd clay ? 

When all their kisses, sweet and close 
Our lips shall quite forget ; 



INSEPARABLE. 

When, where the day upon us rose, 

The day shall rise and set, 
Whfle we for love's sublime repose, 

Shall have not one regret ; — 

Oh, this true comfort is, I think. 

That, be death near or far, 
When we have crossed the fatal brink. 

And found nor moon nor star — 
To know not when in death we sink, 

The lifeless things we are. 

Yet one thought is, I deem, more kind, 
That when we sleep so well. 

On memories that we leave behind. 
When kindred spirits dwell, 

My name to thine, in words they'll bind. 
Of love inseparable. 



1 — 2 



IN THE JUNE TWILIGHT 

In the June twilight^ starless and profound, 
She sits : and of the twilight seems a part 
No birds sing now, nor is there any soimd 
Of wind among the leaves ; faintly you hear 
The distant beating of the city's heart : 
It doth not break the spell nor vex the ear, 
But seems the silence yet to make more deep, 
As though some giant whispered in his sleep. 
Sometimes from little gardens lying round, 
A voice calls through the evening ; or you catch 
The sound of opening windows, or a latch 
Rais'd stealthily beneath, by those who keep 
Love's trists, that often are too bitter found. 
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IN THE JUNE TWILIGHT, 

hsA lo ! one sits beside her ; does she know 
How the least tone of hers, the slightest noise 
Of soft, stirr'd raiment sets his heart aglow ? 
Yea, does she see how all the soul of him 
Yearns to her in his look and in hi^ voice ? 
Their faces in the failing light are dim ; 
And now to ease his heart a little space, 
He tells her songs, that Love, with sovereign grace, 
Has given him to sing of her ; that so. 
When Time, grown weary, casts his soul away 
As a thing wholly done with, men shall say — 
'^ How this man loved, and she his verses praise : 
Such women come not twice God's grace to show." 

And now he ceases ; and the common things 
Of outer life go on : she does not move. 
Her soul is full of mystic whisperings. 
Is this heart hers, to do with as she wills ? 
But men as well as women can feign love. 
Or deem that love which time too quickly kills. 
But has she kindled in this man the fire 
That only with his being can expire ? 



8 IN THE NOVEMBER NIGHT. 

Was she more glad or sorry ? did she say, 

" This love but lives to die T 
And sit and watch the firelight fairies play 

About the room, and sigh, 
Because her heart's surprise still left unproved, 
Whether she pitied more, or more she loved? 

Did she sit long that time with gold brown hair. 

Shed over shoulders white. 
Recalling each intense, unspoken prayer 

Of his love-looks that night ? 
Did she think over words of his, it seem'd 
That she in some past life of hers had dream'd ? 

Did she say smiling to herself, '^ The song 

He made then was of me ?*' 
And as some rapt musician will prolong 

The tune he plays, did she 
Think of the days gone by, wherein her soul 
But guess'd in part, what now it knew in whole ? 

Did she recall the night they met on first ? 

Wonder, if even then 
Love as a revelation on him burst, 

While lesser aims of men 



IN THE NO VEMBER NIGHT. 

I WONDER, when the moonless night had come 

On that November day, 
And the street's roar subsided to a hum, 

While winds upon their way 
Sang of the coming winter, and the rain 
Drove drearily against the window-pane, 

How felt she, knowing she was loved at length, 

As men but love when young. 
With all the untamed ardour and the strength 

That overflow in song ; 
When the whole spirit has no hope but one, 
Which, quenched, it grows a sky without a sun. 



10 IN THE NO VEMBER NIGHT 

She shut that love of his within her breast. 

Apart jfrom vulgar eyes ; 
Let those who will by look and voice attest 

Their lesser victories : 
Whether she bade it live or turn to dust, 
She kept his love as a most sacred trust. 
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FIRST KNOWLEDGE. 

When in sad sweetness and delicious dole 
Love whispered her, " Thou lovest," did she start, 
Confronted with that knowledge in her heart? 
Or, did she pause to comprehend the whole 
Deep meaning of Love's speech, and no word say? 
As some musician who, about to play 
The sweetest tune his cunning can essay, 
Sits with still hands among the harp-chords lain, 
Seeming to hearken with his heart and brain 
Part of the music, ere it breaks and springs 
From out the thriU'd, expectant, shuddering strings. 

Did she think over love, of lovers dead. 
And say, " Is such our love 7* Did she recall 
His steadfast look, his bitter sighs, and all 

Sad words that at their parting he had said. 



1 2 FIRST KNO WLEDGE. 

Not thinking he might ever call her his ? ' 

Did she smile tenderly in saying this, 

" I, only I, can give to him the bliss, 
For which he longs ; I can his life make fair, 
By granting in this one his every prayer, 
And love permits me now, his soul to save. 
Yielding it all the love that it can .crave ?** 

Did she through summer twilight sit alone, 
Marking with those intensely peaceful eyes 
The sweet and gradual changing of the skies ? 

And, as the birds stopped singing one by one. 
And all the sounds of day in lapsing light 
Grew silent, as the fast approaching night 
Shadowed the world in peace, before her sight 

Did he rise visioned in her solitude ? 

Ah ! surely at such peaceful hours he stood 

Before her, and her spirit saw his face, 

Bright with the peace of the approaching days ! 

Did she the coming time anticipate. 
And murmur, '^ Through the deepening twilight come, 
O thou who lovest me, nor be thou dumb : 

Call me again thy life, thy love, thy fate ; 



FIjRST KNOWLEDGE. 13 

Pour out thy love before me, let me see 

The very passion of it filling thee ; 

For so, ah, doubly blessed it shall be, 
To ansvrer, as I then shall make reply. 
Oh, heart ! that thought to live unloved and die. 
If love can bring thee heaven, ah I surely then 
Thou art no more unhlessbd among men ?" 

Ah, very sweet for such a soul as hers 
It must have been to sit and think how soon 
His clouded mom shguld grow to glorious noon : 
For sure the crowning joy that love confers 
On such high natures is the sense supreme. 
Of being solely able to redeem 
The heart beloved, fiilfilling all its dream. 
Making a sad life joyous, sa3ang, '' Stand 
Henceforth within the boundaries of Love's land" 
Ah, doubtless then she carried in her breast 
The double blessing of two hearts at rest. 

Unworthy of her love he was, I know ; 
He but a minstrel singiug in the night, 
Sad things and strange, unfitted for the light, 

Made more for sombre shadows than the glow 



14 FIRST KNO WLEDGE. 

Of perfect mom trans6guring the sky. 
And if she heard from out the shade his ay 
Of bitter singing, and, approaching nigh, 
Said softly, " Can you sing no song to prove 
The bliss as well as sorrow of great love ?' 
And made his heart to know, and lips to say, 
How love has power to save as well as slay — 

Yea, if her act were such and such her speech. 
Is it for me to shame, with words ill said,* 
The soul her soul from out the darkness led, 
To set in open daylight, in the reach 

Of winds and all sweet perfumes ? Time shall prove 
Whether or not he would have shamed her love. 
Till then I pray you that we stand aloof; 
For darkness hides her now, and she has done 
With loving any underneath the sun : 
And he, he waits 'mid shadows sad and strange. 
Till grief to rest, and life to death shall change. 
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LOVE AND RESURRECTION. 

I. 

When a man dies and wakes in Paradise^ 

If Paradise there be — for what man knows ? — 
He hardly feels at first, how all his woes 

Of life are over : but, with awe-struck eyes^. 

Looks where the towers and heights of heaven rise : 
And as he looks, so great the glory grows. 
That eyes, as yet not strong enough, must dose, 

While he in speechless expectation lies. 
But through the golden gate he hears the song 

The angels ever sing for joy of heart. 

Yet dares not mix those shining forms among ; 
Till lo ! Christ, stepping from the circling throng, 

Says to him, " Friend, why standest thou apart? 

Enter, for one of these thou surely art !" 
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LOVE AND RESURRECTION. 

11. 

So, when the joy, for which I long ha^l prayed, 
Was granted ; and Love's gates stood open wide. 
With shining angels thronging either side, 

I held a little back, with feet airaid 

To dare the shining land before me spread ; 
Though I had seen the faces glorified, 
Heard too Love's song of joy ; felt all the pride 

To know his very hands had crowned my head ; 

While thus I stood, my lady came, and said, 
" Come, now, and worship at Love's inmost shrine ;" 
. She spake with a compulsion so divine 

That straightway I arose, and followed : 
Now Love's continuous lights about us shine, 
And by our voices is Love's anthem led. 
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SAVING LOVE. 

I SAID, " Oh, thou who boldest in thy hand 
A rose-wreath'd lamp, whereof the mystic light 
Makes dim the floating glories of the night, 

Surely thou comest from some imknown land : 

Draw near and speak, that I may underst^d 
Thy will ; make weakness strong, make darkness bright" 
Then bum'd intenser glories on my sight. 

And unseen wings the quivering stillness fann'd. 
While a voice said, " Rise up, oh weary heart ! 

Poor heart that died in a too bitter strife, 

I am the Resurrection and the Life ! 
I am the Love, whereby redeemed thou art." 

And then I knelt, and all love's light was shed 

About me as I knelt and worshipped. 
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POSSIBLE MEETING. 

Art thou afar or near, oh Royal Day — 
Thou Day that bring'st me to my love again ? 
Must the sweet autumn moon be in the wane,. 

Before I feel thy breath, and hear thee say, 

" Behold thy love T or shall the skies be gray, 
Disturbed by wind and sense of imminent rai% 
Before I hear thee cry, " Oh, not in vain 

Thou didst beseech my coming in thy lay ?" 
Or shall the leaden winter be begun, 
And all the sky forsaken of the sun ? 
Let this be as it may, my thoughts outrun 

The dull and hostile da)rs that intervene ; 

They shall not bar thee, conqueror and queen> 

But be thy guards when thou dost crown'd pass in. 
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SAD SONGS REMEMBERED, 

Not of my lady be this once my lay, • 

But of my songs of her be this my song ; 

My songs, that stood a strange and unseen throng 
About my spirit, ready to obey 
The words that grief and love might have to say. 

In this one, all the pain of hope found tongue ; 

To this I said, " Go forth ! and be thou strong, 
Some pity of my lady's soul to pray." 

And now, poor songs, that they have done their best^ 
Though weak their wings might be my love to bear, 
Now that Joy's regal foot is on the stair 

That Grief so often trod in long unrest ; 
I will not tliese my faithful songs despise, 
But look on them with reverential eyes* 
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LOVES ANSWER. 

I SAID to Love, " Lo, one thing troubles me ! 

How shall I show the way in which I love ? 

Is any word, or look, or kiss enough 
To show to her my love's extremity ? 
What is there I can say, or do, that she 

May know the strength and utter depth thereof? 
For words are weak, such love as mine to prove, • 

Though I should pour them forth unceasingly." 
Then fell Love's smile upon me, as he said, 

" Thou art a child in love, not knowing this ; 

That could she know thy love by word or kiss. 
Or gauge it by its show, 'twere all but dead : 

For not by bounds, but shoreless distances. 
Full knowledge of the sea is compassed." 
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A DAY OF PEACE, 

Because the time was autumn^ and the day 
Serenely sad as trusting souls may grow, 
That, having borne the uttemess of woe, 
Take faith in God, for help upon their way, 
And no more weep, but live, and watch, and pray ; 
Because the warm moist wind blew faint and low, 
Seeming the secret of my heart to know. 
While birds sang softly through the tender gray ; 
Because of these, my heart was glad forsooth ; 
But only glad thereof, because my love 
With hands in mine, and sweet face, hung above, 

Said, as my kiss receded from her mouth, 
The words that give my spirit strength to rest. 
Till Love's full glory be made manifest. 
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THE ONE GIFT. 

And can I give thee nothing, oh, my queen ? 

Have I no gifts to cast down at thy feet. 

No crown, which for thy wearing might be meet ? 
Yet, when thy hand my hands I take between. 
When round my neck thy arms encircling lean, 

When 'neath thy quickening kiss, prolonged and sweet, 

My heart, on fire, seems audibly to beat. 
And yearn to thine so distant and serene, 

I feel that it is better as it is ; 
Better that all the glory should be thine, 

Than I indeed should give thee bliss for bliss. 
While things are thus, one gift may yet be mine, 

But couldst thou love me once as I love thee, 

GifUess indeed, beloved, I should be. 
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MOVELESS MEMORIES 

Blow, autumn wind of this tempestuous night ! 

Roar through this garden, and bear down these trees ; 

Surely to-night thy voice is as the seas, 
And all my heart exultant in thy might ! 
Lo ! thou wast up before the morning light, 

And in the darkness thou dost take no ease ; 

But ever thy wild clamour doth increase, 
As through thy waves the nightbirds wing their flight ; 

Roar thyself hoarse, thy rage is all in vain. 
Thou canst not from this garden, or this grove. 
Drive forth the undying memories of love. 

Nor hush at all the sweet mysterious strain 
They sing, who never into sleep descend. 
But keep perpetual vigil to the end. 
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COMFORT IN ABSENCE. 

Oh, love, remember when between us lies 
The bitter, barren sea, the dreary land, 
How utterly alone I then shall stand. 

Lo ! not with thine, but with my sadder eyes, 

Look thou upon the cold, unpit)dng skies, 

Or, when glkd birds beneath thy window band, 
As when we, silent, sitting hand in hand, 

Watch'd the gray windless autumn morning rise. 
Since I would have my soul still beat in thine. 

Be sad for me, and in thy spirit say, 

" How dark for him, and desolate this day, 
Fcom gray beginning, unto gray decline." 

So I shall gather strength, to go my way. 
Feeling thy soul compassionating mine. 
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PRELUDES. 

I. 

Oh, ye whose hearts on happy things are set, 
Ye lovers who love well and have no fear. 
Come ye no further, do not enter here ; 

This is the land where Love and Death are met — 

A land ye may not easily forget, 
Once having been in ; when your eyes see clear, 
Oh, lover, into hers, and lips draw near 

And kisses multiply, and lids shine wet, 
'Twere ill if visions of this land should rise 

Between you, overshadowing your bliss ; 

Live on and love, nor think each time ye kiss 

This kiss may be the last — for all joy dies ! 
Think not on death, lest so love's peace ye miss, 

Wasting your breath in i&availing sighs. 
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II. 

Will ye come in, and sit in this dark house ? 

'Twere better far, I think, for ye to go 

Where blackbirds sing and early violets blow, 
And watch Spring dawning in the fields and boughs. 
Here, with pale wreaths around their blanched, cold brows, 

Lie dead the days, whereof ye nothing know. 

Ye say the dead are harmless ; is it so ? 
Nay; uncompassionating Death allows 

The ghosts of their dead selves to come again. 
And, if ye tarry, ye will see them rise — 

Dim shapes intangible that wax and wane. 
Some gaze with pleading, some with wrathful eyes, 

Mere ghosts, ye say ; yet go before ye cry, 
" We have seen the immortal feces and we die !" 
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III. 

Upbraid me not, oh world, that I forbear 

To make this song of mine a sword to smite 

The wrongs of nations and defend the right ; 
Nor that I fail, through some remoter air, 
To follow proud philosophy, even where 

Through soundless skies she tracks the lonely height. 

You say the world's in darkness ; in the fight 
Of creeds conflicting bid me take my share. 

I think I am no coward, but I say, 
Strive for the right you love so ; quell the wrong. 

I cannot rise and join you in the fray ; 
All I can give you would not be for long. 

And might avail you nothing ; go your way ! 
The grief that weds my soul requires my song. 
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IV. 

As looking on a river that progresses 

Through some loud, populous city, till it gains 
The acrid sea — thought tracks it through the plains 

O'er which it flowed, to innermost recesses 

Of hills the earliest light of mom caresses, 
Where, nursed by Nature, fed by fragrant rains, 
Sung to by birds, swayed by all varying strains 

Of winds the very soul of spring possesses, 

It sprang a slender stream, which, gathering force. 

Grew to a river hurrying to the sea ; 

So, on this current of my song look ye. 

Think not upon its dark unalterable course, 

Nor of drowned hopes that in its eddies be ; 

But dream ye know and wander near its source. 
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V. 

Not as who gives to some belovfed one, 
Some dear belovfed one whose altered eyes 
May not the face above them recognise, 
The roses he has taken from the sun 
To deck her cold sweet body, saying, " None 
Shall give thee gifts hereafter," — one rose lies 
Upon the breast that doth not sink or rise, 
And in the hand whose pressures are all done 

Another rests, — ^not so to thee, my love. 
Give I these songs of thee ; I do but give 
Because I love and for thy memory live ; 

As swa3dng pines, that winds to dirges move. 
Give to the winds again what the winds have given, 
Give I these songs to thee, my life and my heaven." 
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VL 

I SAID to you my songs in other days, 
Go forth ! and say now in my lady's ear, 
" From love's intense and stormy atmosphere 

Our life is given. Where fierce passions blaze, 

And great despair through the soul's echoing ways 
Rolls thunder-like, we circle : but are here. 
To say the storm shall cease, the heavens clear, 

If so thou wilt, and pity in thy grace." 

■ And as men read, the Saviour of mankind. 

When His disciples in their hour of dread. 

Called on Him, rose, and quelFd the waves and wind ; 

So, at her answer all the tempest fled. 

And love's high heaven was filled from end to end 
With light no lesser heavens can apprehend. 
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VII. 

And yet again I said, '^ Go forth, and see ! 

Your tones are glad and solemn as the strains 

To which men worship in their holiest fanes. — 
Proclaim the glory of the days to be, 
WTien Love himself, in sovereign minstrelsy, 

From lands where he, invisible godhead, reigns, 

Shall wake that lordlier music which sustains 
All souls to look on his divinity." 

Oh songs ! my songs, did I not bid ye say, 
" Pardon, oh queen, wherein we failed to show 

The bliss that turns his night to glorious day ?" 
So did ye say, my songs ; and well I know ' 

She took your singing voices to be part 

Of the diviner music of her heart. 
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VIII. 

Go down, my songs, now to the land unknown, 
The starless kingdom that has Death for king. 
About the silent porches close and cling. 

Through breezeless air, where bird hath never flown, 

Or waste, gray fields, wherein no flower hath blown. 
Hills from whose barren bosom wells no spring, 
Let your tones rise, and die in echoing ; 

And by their sadness let my love be shown. 
Then, like the echo lasting, it may be 

A voice shall answer ; but if otherwise, 

Cease not ! nor strive to solve Death's mystery, 

For she may hear you, though no voice replies. 
Go then ! and say, " He follows in our wake. 
Who bade us hasten here for his love's sake." 
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NO! THOU BUT L 

It must have been for one of us, my own, 
To drink this cup and eat this bitter bread. 
Had not my tears upon thy face been shed. 

Thy tears had dropped on mine ; if I alone 

Did not walk now, thy spirit would have known 
My loneliness, and did my feet not tread 
This weary path and steep, thy feet had bled 

For mine, and thy mouth had for mine made moan ; 
And so it comforts me, yea, not in vain, 

To think of thy eternity of sleep, • 

To know thine eyes are tearless though mine weep : 
And when this cup's last bitterness I drain. 

One thought shall still its primal sweetness keep — 

Thou hadst the peace and I the undying pain. 
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NOT DEATH, B UT LIFE. 

I AM not dead, beloved, would I were ! 

My spirit has not ceased to beat with thine ; 

Only my hope is dead ; and peace divine 
Lies dead upon Hope's tomb, while black Despair, 
' Repeating ever an unanswered prayer. 

Gives me to drink his sacramental wine. 

And sacramental bread to eat, in sign 
That I am his till death, his robes to bear. 

I am not dead ! I have not died with thee. 
This is no sleep, perpetual as time. 

Dead lips are mute, and dead eyes cannot see 
Pale memories and half-dreamed dreams of bliss ; 

Dead feet have rest, but living feet must climb 
The steep, round which the eternal darkness is. 
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A YEAR AGO. 

A YEAR ago, belovfed ! Who shall say 

What smiles and tears were ours a year ago ? 

Last year my heart was fain its love to show ; 
Then had I songs to sing and prayers to pray, 
And dreams to dream in dawns and twilights gray ; 

Dreams of love's heaven that I came to know 

For passionate realities ; and lo ! 
Realities turn back to dreams to-day. 

Oh thou, my love, my saviour, living yet, 
I stand with folded hands before the gates ; 

Dark doors, whereof Death hath alone the key. 

So, with strained ear to iron gratings set, 
His term of bondage spent, some prisoner waits 

The word that, long delayed, shall make him free. 
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DREAMLESS LIFE 

I HAVE a work to flo, which, being done, 
I will go out from men, and sit apart, 
And give myself up wholly to my heart. 

The winds, the moon, the ocean, and the sun. 

And all the rani-vexed streams in spring that run 
To rest in the broad rivers, birds that start 
The fields with sudden singing, as they dart 

Through eve aglow with fire, or dawns begun ; — 
These shall my hidden thoughts interpret right. 

So, when I walk far off from any strife. 

Folded in quiet of se juestered life. 

Through some pale autumn evening's lessening light, 

My soul may catch her voice, discern her face, 

And, yearning, lapse in rapture of embrace. 
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LIFE IN MEMORY, 

As when two lovers in one room have been 
Alone together for a rapturous space, 
Hand lock'd in hand, face resting against face, 

She says, ^ Farewell !' and, gone, the man, unseen, 

Tarries behind, where spt with him his queen ; 
There, of her love recalling all the grace. 
His arms her quivering body re-embrace : 

Once more, his lips upon her dear lips lean — 
So in the past, left lovely from thy love. 

Lit by sad lights of memories that shine. 

Holy as lamps that biurn before a shrine. 
My spirit from the whole world stands aloof; 

Yea, and shall dwell so, till Death takes it where 

No grief is bitter and no memory fair. 
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THE WATCHERS. 

Here in this room there is no light of day. 
Only dim light of funeral lamps is shed 
Upon my past, that lies here still and dead, 
Only love hears the words I have to say, 
Only he, watching, sees the gifts I lay. 
Sad gifts, indeed, upon the silent bed. 
Down distant passages I hear the tread 
Of feet that from this chamber keep away. 

Here sit we, I and Love, and keep one troth ; 
Nor will I quit my sacred past at all, 
Till Death in his good time my name shall call. 

Then shall one equal darkness cover both ; 
Then of this chamber shall Love seal the door. 
That, being closed, shall open never more. 
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LOVES JOURNEY UNENDED. 

Hush'd is this place, where now to live seems best, 
Here in Love's journey came we, she and I ; 
Beyond me wind the dim, sweet paths, whereby 

Of love's high hill we should have gain'd the crest. 

Here, something weary, did she stop to rest, 
But grew more weary, till with one deep sigh. 
One kiss that seem'd of a dumb grief the cry. 

We parted, and deep sleep her soul possessed. 
The paths at end of which Love's temples shine, 

Glad feet of other lovers may essay ; 

But, as they singing, pass me on their way. 
Who place sad songs for flowers upon a shrine, 

Let them not ask how long waits he, and why. 

Lest sadder they should go for the reply. 
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LIFELESS LIFE, 

Since we, for the last time, "good-bye" have said, 
Since I may never hold thy hands again, 
And prayers are useless, and all tears are vain. 

What do I hear, when round thy soul are spread 

Silence and sleep, and on my spirit shed 
The bitter, uncompassionating pain. 
Till my heart yearns for rest, as earth for rain. 

When by the utter sun discomfited ? 
So, a blind man within some storied hall 

May hear men round him press, and one voice praise 

The deep enchantment of a pictured face. 
One this sheer stretch of sea, and one the fall 

Of April sunlight on some green wet place, 
While he stands sightless between wall and wall. 
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FOREDOOMED, 

No star upon thy course sheds any ray ; 
Though thy bark bear for years the wind and foam, 
To no sweet haven shall it ever come. 

The night shall see thee drifting, and the day 

Behold thee as the night ; thou shalt not pray, 
Nor utter any cry, but, cold and dumb. 
Watch the waves pass, and glad ships sailing home 

Shall hail thee not upon thy trackless way. 

The salt wave shall taste bitter to thy lip : 
Weary, yea, unto death, thy soul shall be 
Of winds, and the interminable sea. 

That does not bring thee nearei any goal. 

But sweeps through changeless gloom the fated ship 

To its remote, inevitable shoal. 
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CHANGED MUSIC. 

When I and she I loved walked side by side, 
With love beneath, around us, and above ; 
I made her songs, whereof the soul was love. 

My happier songs flowed to her as a tide 

That shoreward sets when angry waves subside ; 
And sweet it was to feel her life should move 
To music of my making, sweet enough 

To please her heart, and leave it satisfied. 
And now, if she, remote firom griefs and joys 

(Mid fields forlorn no reapers come to reap), 
Should catch this sadder music, she would seem 

Like one who, fallen to glad strains asleep. 
And waking, as it were, from some long dream. 
Finds the song changed indeed, but not the voice. 
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LOVES RANGES. 

Not merely the sweet words that she has said, 
Not merely the too long unnoticed place, 
Transfigured by the presence of her grace. 

Least things she touch'd, least poem that she read. 

Or any soul on which her love was shed. 
Are dear to me, through love that in such ways 
Brings round me ghosts of buried nights and days 

That watch, what time I sleep, about my bed \ 
But places that her eyes (not mine) have known, 

Wherethro' her feet have wander'd many a time, 
Have in their names a music not their own. 

And now she makes her home in that far clime, 
Whereof the name is Death, is it not meet 
That I should find that name of all most sweet ? 
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DREAMLESS LIFE 

I HAVE a work to do, which, being done, 
I will go out from men, and sit apart, 
And give myself up wholly to my heart. 

The winds, the moon, the ocean, and the sun. 

And all the ranvvexed streams in spring that run 
To rest in the broad rivers, birds that start 
The fields with sudden singing, as they dart 

Through eve aglow with fire, or dawns begun ; — 
These shall my hidden thoughts interpret right. 

So, when I walk far off from any strife. 

Folded in quiet of se juestered life. 

Through some pale autumn evening's lessening light, 

My soul may catch her voice, discern her face. 

And, yearning, lapse in rapture of embrace. 
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SPRINGS RETURN. 

A VOICE within me said, " Is not Spring fair ? 

Is not the ligbi she moves in very sweet? 

Sweet all the flowers ihat rise beneath her feet j 
The songs of newly-raated bh*ds tha*: wear 
Fresh plumage on their breasts ; the lucid air 

"Wherein wild .-.cents ecstatically meet, 

Laughter of winds and waters, pulse and beat 
Of Nature's heart? Hast thou in these no share T 

And I made answer, saying thus, " The bride 
Clothed in fair raiment, in her maiden^s sight 

Looks fair to all, except thai desolate one 
Whose love upon the eve of wedding died." 

She finds moie fair the grave, sequestered nun, 
Seeing for both shall be no marriage night." 
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WEARY WAITING, 

Unto myself I say, " I am alone ! 
Upon the bounds of fiirther life I stand." 
I have passed very swiftly through Lovers land ; 
But I have seen it, even I have known 
The bliss of calling one beloved my own : 
And now, before my time upon the strand 
Of the pale sea, with Sorrow hand in hand, 
I wait until the weary time be done. 

No boat as yet is at the water's side 
To bear me over ; all its solitude 
My heart might bear with, but a multitude 

Of ghastly memories track me to the tide ; 
They sing, they weep, they sob with passionate breath, 
" Love lies behind thee, and beyond is death !" 
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/ ABIDE IT. 

Love, I abide it, come to me what may 

When this my life is done whose tides now fall 
'Twixt shores wherefrom pale memories lean and call 

On some sweet night or dead, delicious day. 

And as a gray sky makes the whole sea gray, 
So, 'neath this vast, impenetrable pall 
Of hopeless sorrow reaching over all, 

My life rolls on its unbeholden way. 

Whether thou wilt in death dispel this pain. 

And give me sleep instead, or cry, " Arise ! 

Prepare to meet her lips, her voice, her eyes," 
I cannot tell ; such things with thee remain. 

According to thy will, which, though thou hide it, 

I question not, but living, I abide it. 
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A LOST CHANCE. 

When side by side we watched the darkening sky, 
With love-lit faces, leaning each to each, 
My lady stirr'd with low, impassion'd speech 

The silence, saying, " If we now could die. 

Both loving so, were 't not well ?" but I, 
Wlio deemed of fairer heavens within my reach, 
Said, " N«y, not yet, for Love hath ^tiU to teach 

(Js sweetei secrets ere we put life by." 
But she, who saw our souls clothed in such peace 

As wraps the hills at sunset, timied her face. 

Ah, God ! ^T we had made that thought our prayer, 

It -night have been that, kneeling at her knees, 
My lip.s on hers. Death had made answer there, 

And bound us in the bonds of our embrace. 



49 



TOO LATE, 

Love has its mom, its noon, its eve, and night. 

We never had the noontide, never knew 

The deep, intense, illimitable blue 
Of fervid, mid-day heavens, making bright 
With princely liberality of light 

Waters the water-lily trembks through ; 

But, in the evening's shadow did we two 
Set out to gain Love's farthest, fairest height. 

O love ! too late, too late for this we met ; 

The goal was near, the nightfall nearer yet. 
One star of Memory lightens in our track. 
And all the rest is dark ; I will go back — 

Back to the paths we walked in, and there stay, 

Until I change them for the silent way. 
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LOVE MET BY DEATH. 

Love put our hands together, saying this, 
" Follow my steps, and I will bring thy feet 
Through paths that more than summer maketh sweet, 

Unto the lordliest of my palaces ; 
There will I fill ye full of fiery bliss ; 

There, in deep groves and gardens shall ye meet, 

And, through mysterious twilights, to the beat 
Of mystic music find it good to kiss." 

But even, while we followed in his track, 
A dark form came between us ; then it was 
I felt her turn firom me, and watch'd her pass 

To the dark country whence no soul comes back. 
Now where our paths diverge, I stand, I wait, 
Till Death in sleep my life shall consummate. 
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THE sours YEARNING. 

Thoughts of clasp'd hands and unrememb'ring eyes, 
White breathless lips and all the signs that show 
The weary soul at length has done with woe j 

The silence after death, the peace that lies 

Upon the veiled lids of whoso dies — 

These thoughts, that but a little while ago 
Seem'd sad and bitter, now most tender grow ; 

And sleep but hints what death can realize : 
And yet, sometimes the soul, unsatisfied, 

Will cry, " When I for so long time have striven. 
Endured so much, and overcome so much. 

Shall no love clasp me on the deathward side ?" 
Such thoughts are hard to bear with, and yet such 

Point more, I think, than any creed to Heaven 1 
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HO IV MY SONGS OF HER BEGAN. 

God made my lady lovely to behold ; 

Above the painter's dream he set her face, 

And wrought her body in divinest grace, 
He touched the brown hair with a sense of gold. 
And in the perfect form He did enfold • 

What was alone as perfect, the sweet heart ; 

Knowledge most rare to her He did impart, 
And filled with love and worship aU her days. 

And then God thought Him how it would be well 
To give her music, and to Love He said, 

'* Bring thou some minstrel now that he may tell 
How fair and sweet a thing My hands have made." 

Then at Love's call I came, bowed down my head, 
And at His will my lyre waxed audible. 
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BEYOND RECALL. 

My soul that cannot serve her now at all, 
I said is worthless ; she who made it fair, 
Can have for it no longer any care. 

Why should I keep it, I will let it fall. 

Nor reck of where it lies ; and therewithal, 
I &in had flung it from me in despair. 
But a voice said within my heart, " Forbear ! 

Thy soul was hers, is hers beyond recall. 
Is not the rose long dead, she wore an hour 

Within her breast, kept by thee for her sake ? 
Holds thy soul less of her than this poor rose ?" 
" Thy speech," I said, " to all my spirit shows. 

Of what it had been guilty ; I will take 
My soul and keep it as I keep the flower." 
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VAIN COMFORT. 

Because one voice is silent, and because 
The world is poorer by one queenly face, 
Wilt thou for this, say all ray nights and days 

Are altogether desolate ? Alas ! 

Gone joy^ what God shall bring again to pass ? 
Lo ! Art stands near thee, live to gain her grace ; 
To ultimate joy and peace, are many ways. 

Thou yet shalt live to say of grief, it was. 
Oh ! thou vain comforter, do men bereft 

Of sight, and all the glory of the day, 

In their first blindness, turn to what is left ? 

Nay, rather the bird's songs through flowery May, 
They hate ; divining from that rapturous mirth, 
How lovely the precluded sights of Earth. 
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AS THOU WILT. 

If she should come to me from far away, 
How would she come ? Should I upon some night, 
Wake suddenly, and see a m)rstic light 

Enshrining face and form, what would she say ? 

What sweet thing do ? As in the old, dear way, 
Would she bow over me, and first, with light 
Sweet kisses, touch my brow ; then as the might 

Of love grew stronger, closer cling and lay 
Her lips to mine, in one long passionate kiss ? 

Or would she kiss me not, but stand aloof, 

And say, " Rise ! work, without the aid of bliss, 

Lest grief in time thy manhood should disprove ?*' 
Kiss me, refrain, or chide me, oh my own. 
But leave me not as now, alone ! alone ! ! 
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THE ONE QUESTION. 

This time last year we parted ; she and I. 

" The day of meeting soon will come," we said ; 

And hand in hand, unto the last we stayed : 
Then, when to love no more might love reply, 
Starless to both became the star-lit sky. 

And now, that longer parting has been made. 

And she, released from love, in sleep is laid, 
I stand where she stood, having said, " Good-bye." 

And as I come through paths she knew so well, 
The winds cry out to me, " Where is she now ? 

What has Love done with her ? Speak thou, and tell." 
*' Where is she?" moans the streamlet in its flow. 

" Where, where is all thou lovest ?" fills the air ; 

And I, God ! /can but echo, " Where ?" 
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REBUKED OF LOVE. 

Sometimes, I think Love doth my heart rebuke. 

I fancy that he calls to me and says, 

" What right hast thou to grieve ? Go, hide thy face ! 
Say, wert thou worthy in her eyes to look, 
Thou, whom God cursed, and even I forsook, 

Till she reclaimed thee, and transformed thy days ? 

Say, hath she touched thee, hath one seen her gaze 
Upon thee tenderly ? Say, did she brook 

Thy kiss upon her mouth, thou wretched one ? 
Unworthy on thy knees to kiss the ground 

Her feet had sanctified. Be still for shame !" 
And /, I can but answer, if she found 

Me fit for acceptation, I may claim, 
Griefs bitter privilege, to dwell alone. 
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THE NEW RELIGION. 

They shall not be forgotten, these my lays ; 

I know that they shall live when I am dead. 

A thousand things I might have sung and said, 
And no man hearkened to my blame or praise ; 
I might have moved the veil from off the face 

Of awful Destiny ; I might have spread 

Rebellion through a land misused, and made 
My song the weapon of an injured race. 

And men forgotten all the same ; but now 
I come among ye, and to each I cry, 

" He that hath ears to hearken, let him hear,'* 
I sing of love, made manifest in her. 

1 preach the Gospel of her life, and so 
I fed these words, though mine, not bom to die ) 
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FATED/ 

Stand, fated house I for evermore, alone, 
Stand, 'mid thy barren gardens, wild, and swept 
By winds that wailing through thy trees, have kept 

The tune of grief. Be thou of joy unknown : 

For in thy walls, now dank with oozing stone, 
My lady turned her face from me and wept. 
And gave me her last parting kiss, and slept 

The sleep from which none wake to laugh or moan. 
The summer misbecomes thee, oh, dread house ! 
Glad songs of birds sound alien in thy boughs ; 

Death keeps thy doors, thy passages are full 

Of ghosts that sorrow makes not beautiful. 
Forlorn, barred, silent, keep thy secret well. 
That none who pass may guess what thou could'st tell. 
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A FAIR THOUGHT, 

'Mid very many bitter thoughts, I found 
A thought which seemed most gracious, and I said, 
" This thought shall prosper in the inner shade 

Of being, where the wells of life abound.*' 

And so I plucked it from the common ground, 
And set it where it should not be dismayed 
By winds and scorching heats ; and near it laid 

All sacred things which did my life surround. 

" And when it is," I said, " full grown and strong, 

My chosen ones shall view it in its pride. 
And I will fold its fragrance in a song." 

I left it in a quiet eventide. 
Scarce breathing, lest my breath should do it wrong, 

And yet because it was so frail, it died. 
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DIVINE COUNSEL. 

And if her soul has gained some place divine, 
If even now she sits in heaven, and sees 
All round her ranged its shining companies, 

Has not God turned her heart from loving mine ? 

Has He not said to her, " A soul like thine 
Will find more sweet companionship in these 
Who, being peaceful, know how sweet is peace, 

Than in the offspring of a stormy line ?" 
Yea, He has called that love of hers a sin, 

And purged her of it, and that love is dead ! 
Thus, even if some place near her I win. 

She will not say the things on Earth she said, 
God having changed her heart to me ; and so, 
What I have known I never more can know. 
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BITTER POSSESSION. 

Our raptures and our sorrows are our own, ' 

Most false it is to say we S3rmpathize ; 

What man can see as with another's eyes ? 
The song of one man drowns another's moan ; 
A man in sorrow always is alone ! 

He pours his heart out 'neath unpitying skies, 

And tells his trouble to the night, and tries 
To feel some message with the wind is blown : 

He hath his anniversaries of woe, 

He walks o'er verdure that hides death below, 
He gives to no man, as he takes from none. 

The life he lives, none hinder or control ; 
Only the hearts of lovers beat as one. 

For theirs is knowledge, absolute and whole. 
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UNCONFESSED WORSHIP. 

You worship God ; I fail to recognize 
In aught the God you worship, but I see 
How broken-hearted you wait patiently 

Upon His will, and deem that He replies 

In mercy to your sharp and passionate cries. 
You worship Art, a fair divinity ; 
And you, your God is holy Liberty ; 

Enduring as the ocean and the skies : 
And all the worship of my soul is given 

To her, whose life these songs commemorate. 
Yet, if indeed, there should be God and heaven ; 

By loving solely what is pure and great — 
All that we deem in life is loveliest. 
Is not all worship His, though unconfessed ? 
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A PARABLE. 

There was a certain man who thought to raise 
A temple reaching well-nigh to the skies ; 
And well, indeed, his plans he did devise, 

And solidly and firmly wrought the base, 

And worked with a brave heart for many days. 
And when the walls to a great height did rise, 
Fair things he put therein, and with proud eyes 

Watched men in wonder on the structure gaze. 
" Surely the gods," he said, " my labours bless." 

And higher still, and higher did he build. 

The temple with pure images he filled. 

When, lo ! it reeled ; and, crushed beneath the press 

Of tottering walls and towers, he buried fell ! 

Yet, do I think he planned, and builded well. 
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A LOST JOY. 

A MAN, who having loved for many days, 
Some woman gracious, goodly to behold, 
With looks that all his jdelding will controlled, 

Love being dead, views with calm eyes her face. 

Admiring, yet not thrilled, and sadly says, 
" How is my heart to all this beauty cold. 
Lasts there no charm my spirit to enfold ? 

Valueless now the long-desired embrace," 
When lo ! her face in the old, dear lovely way 

She turns, and speaks ; and then his soul perceives 
For what he loved her, though the love is dead ; 
So, walking lonely, on one April day, 

Noting the promise of unfolding leaves, 
I thought as he^ and as he says I said. 
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LETHARGY, 

Behold^ Grief came, and stood against my bed, 
And touched me with pure hands, and with calm eyes 
Looked on my face, and said to me, " Arise ! 

And do Life's bitter work." Whereto, I said, 

" Forbear a little ; she, my love, is dead, 
And all the wretched life within me dies." 
She passed, and then, with sweet voluptuous sighs, 

A crown of shining roses on her head. 

Came one most fair, and cried to me, " Awake \ 

Am I not fair, behold my lips and breast ?*' 
But she passed on, because no word I spake. 

Then came a fiend, whose power my blood possessed, 

And she the purpose of my life may shake ; 

« 

Yet on these two. Griefs likeness was impressed. 
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AN UNKNOWN TONGUE, 

Because my life is dark and desolate, 
Like some gray, uninhabitable land, 
Which hears for ever on its wreck-strewn strand, 

The roar of waves inimical as fate ; 

Because I cry life's bitterest cry too late ; 
Because pale Grief, with her relentless hand, 
Leads me up paths most steep, until I stand 

Alone before the shut and shadowy gate 
Which opens once to each, and only once, 

Would I make your lives sad, all ye who say 

^' Bright are the skies above, and fair the way. 
Darkness may come, the present is the sun's !*' 

Love knows I would not ; fear not then my song, 

I speak strange words ; ye know not yet the tongue. 
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THE DEAD HOPE. 

The mother who has lost her onfy child. 

Thinking of all she should have been to her ; 
What time strange voices in the breezes stir. 

Sits in the Autumn twilight, gray and wild. 

Remembering how the dead lips spoke and smiled. 
And as she sits, her child full grown and fair. 
Large eyed, with gloiy of up-gathered hair. 

Comes in a vision exquisitely mild. 
So, sometimes, as in dreams, / seem to see 

That joy arisen to full height, that life. 
That hope which died in shining in£uicy. 

The mother yet may be a fruitful wife 
And bear fresh children ; but for me there springs 
No second hope from out the womb of things. 
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WEDDED MEMORIES. 

And if my memory live when I am dead, 

When all whereby men knew me turns to dust ; 

When deaf and dumb, and sightless, I am thrust 
Into dank darkness, where the worms are fed 
By Death's gaunt hand, that breed in my cold bed ; 

When I, at last, with life and love break trust ; 

When the soul's yearnings and the body's lust. 
Are elided wholly as a tune out-played ; 

If then, men name my name, and from these lays 
The depth and glory of thy soul divine. 
Shall not, beloved, my memory live in thine ? 

Oiu: memories moveless 'mid the moving days, 
Intense and sad like changeless stars that shine 

On ruined towers of a predestined race. 
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SAD MEMORIES. 

If two who love when I am gone from hence 
To some far distant land across the seas, 
Should in this room, possessed by memories^ 

Sit wrapt in love's calm, holy and intense, 

Feeling their passionate kisses recompense 
Their hearts for doubts and fears now lost in peace 
That manifold embraces but increase, 

Aware in all of Love's omnipotence — 

Would they not, sitting silent, feel the weight 

Of some unknown despair upon them press ? 
Would they not taste the sorrow of our fate ? 

Would not some black foreboding smite them there ? 

Would they not feel and hear the tireless stress 

Of phantom wings through the love-bewUdered air ? 
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DEATHWARD WAYS. 

All men and women walk by various ways 
To Death's dark land ; and some with song and mirth 
Beguile the time which lies 'twixt death and birth ; 

Some, joyous and full blooded, through a maze 

Of splendid passionate nights and dreamy days, 
Gain soon their goal ; and some who find a dearth 
Of joy in all, poor strangers on the earth, 

Plod on their path, and yield nor prayer nor praise. 
But, look you, I will walk with none of these, 

I walk a straight and solitary path ; 

A way which no sweet scent, or verdure hath, 
And as I walk, like strong and rising seas, 

I hear my whole past surging on my track. 
And would return, yet never may go back. 



74 



JVAS IT FOR THIS ? 

Was it for this we met three years ago \ 

Took hands, spake low, sat side by side, and heard 

The sleeping trees beneath us touched and stirred 
By some mild twilight wind as soft as snow, 
And with the sun's late kisses still aglow ? 

Was it for this the end was so deferred ? 

For this thy lips at length let through the word 
That saved my soul, as all Love's angels know? 

Was it for this, that sweet word being said. 
We kissed and clung together in our bliss, 

And walked within Love's sunlight and Love's shade ? 
Was it for this — to dwell henceforth apart, 
One housed with death, and one with beggared heart ? 

Nay, surely, love, it was for more than this. 
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MISTRUST. 

I FELL before Love in my heart, and cried, 

" O Love, Love, Love, am I cast out from thee ? 

These, once that held me in captivity. 
Rise up again about me on each side. 
Have I so long their deadly charms defied. 

To fall now, heedless of my life to be ? 

Oh, Love ! dear lord, hast thou forsaken me ? 
Dost thou thy face in sore displeasure hide ?" 

Then said a voice, " Thou dost me wrong, O son, 
Thou art not fallen yet. Does not this prove 
That thou art wholly mine, that I am Love, 

And I am with thee ? Of thyself alone. 
What strength hadst thou to battle with their spell ? 
I am thy sword, and buckler \ it is well !" 
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A MESSAGE FROM LOVE. 

I DO not come among you as Christ came, 
To preach eternal life, for well I know, 
The soul and body both one way must go. 
But on my heart this message, as in flame. 
Was written : Go thou forth now ! and proclaim 
Love's glory, for the folk rebellious grow ; 
My sacred images they overthrow, 
And do blaspheme against my holy name. 
Dante, and he who served with equal heart. 
For love, the poet and the painter's art. 
They make their jest of; Love is dead, they say, 
And other gods we worship in this day. 
Better than love is lust ; love made men sad, 
And we who labour, labour to be glad. 



77 



LOVES PRE- VISION. 

No thought of me, I deemed, was in her soul 

When those sweet eyes, that did all eyes transcend 
In glory, saw Death waiting as a friend. 

She heard no sound of Earth, no distant roll 

Of bitter waters o'er a sunken shoal ; 

No raving of mad winds that break and bend. 
And hurry to its black and brackish end, 

The ship, whose course no pilot may control. 
Twas well : one thought of me had marred her rest, 
And made her soul, through pity, loath to go ; 

She took my love, and wore it as a flower, 

And, lest some thorn should wound her in that hour, 
Love took it gently, when, she did not know, 
And laid it after on the cold, sweet breast 
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SORE LONGING. 

My body is athirst for thee, my love ; 

My lips, that may not meet thy lips again, 

Are flowers that fail in drought for want of rain ; 
My heart, without thy voice, is like a grove 
Wherein no bird makes music, while, above 

The twilight deepens as the low winds wane ; 

My eyes, that ache for sight of thee in vain. 
Are hidden streams no stars make mirrors of. 

I see thee but in memory, alas ! 
So some worn seaman, restless in his sleep. 
In time of danger, o'er the raging deep, 

Sees visionary lights, and cries, "We pass 
The prayed-for land ; reverse the helm, put back !" 
And still the ship bears on her starless track. 
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DIVINE POSSIBILITY, 

Because no man who lives can surely tell 
What thing comes after death, each night and day, 
Unheard of any but of Love, I say, 

" O Love, my lord and master, from the spell 

Of bitter sweetnesses that end in HeU, 

Keep thou my soul ; strange forms beset my way, 
And as I pass, they whisper to me, * Stay ! 

And rest with us, and life shall jet be well.' 
So guide me. Love, that if, at end of all, 

I should awake, and to my eyes be shown 
Her face in heaven, and her voice should call, 

My soul to her, that soul then free from stain, 

Strengthened by love, and purified by pain, 

May answer, and reclaim her for its own.** 
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VAIN DREAMS, 

I AND my love are parted ; many'days, 
Sad days must be before we meet again ; 
But surely we shall meet, and alljhe pain 

Of separation die as we embrace, 

When on her bosom lies again my face, 
And lips dissevered reunite and strain 
Together in a kiss that shall enchain 

Our souls too much for any speech of praise. 
And when at length we speak I think I know 

Of what our speech shall be. Oh, vain my soul 1 
Put by these dreams, take up thy load and go ; 

Each lot, however bitter, hath its goal. 

Thy goaj is death, not life, and when life ends 
The night that hides thy love, on thee descends. 
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DEAD! 

'* Dead, my beloved, what means this word ?" I say, 

Over and over, as I fain would wring 

Some hidden meaning from it ; let me bring 
My soul to comprehend it. Gone away ! 
Asleep, to wake no more on any day ? 

Nay, not asleep, awake, and wandering 

Through lands of bloom in a continuous Spring ! 
I seek for light, yet find no certain ray ; 

But this I know, again we shall not meet ; 
We never more shall sit as we have done. 

Breathless with love, in twilight hushed and sweet ; 
Upon no joy of ours shall set the sun ; 

Nor more nor less than this it means ; and yet. 

Can I remember so and thou forget ? 
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GRIEF'S ASPECTS. 

Grief does not come alike to all, I know. 

To some, grief cometh like an armbd man, 

Crying, " Arise ! and strive with me who can." 
And some are brought to heavenly peace through woe, 
And watch a new life from the old life grow. 

And some there be who strive beneath the ban, 

And, having struggled hotly for a span, 
Tread on the fallen body of their foe. 

My grief has taken hold of me, and led 
My feet to lands of any spring unknown. 

There has he bound me in strong chains, and said, 
" Behold, we are for evermore alone ! 

Drink from my hand thy wine, and eat my bread 
At last, I have thee solely for my own." 
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IMPOSSIBLE JOY. 

What of that place, my dearest, the far place 
We should have seen together, planning so, 
Before the Autumn's winds had strength to blow, 

And Summer tum'd from us with lingering gaze, 

As one who, parting, yet to go delays ? — 
Ah ! very strange, it seems to me, to know 
That seasons in that place still come and go, 

Though we come not ; if down the talked-of ways 
My solitary steps are ever led, 
I shall seem surely as some man new-wed, 

Who finds the loved one absent from his side, ' 

And seeing she returns not, opens wide 

The bridal chamber, and bows down his head 

Upon the couch where should have lain the bride. 
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HIDDEN EVIL. ' 

I LOOKED where many flowers grew, and said r 

'^ The way I walk is barren, yea, and long ; 

Surely one hour of rest can be no wrong." 
And so 'mid thickest of the grass I laid 
My limbs, the flowers met above my head. 

And as I lay, half-eased, I heard a song, 

Which seemed to me a psalm, and then among 
The flowers with even a halo round her shed, 

Came singing a fair woman with drooped eyes ; 
Oh, perfect soul, she touched me where I lay \ 

She softened all my life's sad memories ; 

But even while she soothed me with her sighs, 
A fiend possessed me, that I might not stay : 
Her breast I bruised, then turned, and went my way. 
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7HY voice: 

Thy voice is in the sea's voice when it makes 

A melancholy music to the beach. 

Thy voice is in the winds when birds besiege 
The twilight time with song. The stream that takes 
Its way from out the hill by flowery brakes, 

Has in its tones the sweetness of thy speech ; 

At night, when all is still, and faint sounds reach 
The ear of one who, having slept, awakes 

Full of his dream, thy voice floats through the night 
In music sad, as Autumn winds that blow 

'Mid yellowing woods in the sun's waning light, 
Compassionate, persistent, clear, and low. 

And, when the world is fading out of sight. 
Thy voice shall whisper peace, and bid me ga 
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RESTLESS SORROW. 

\y ONCE who was of love insatiabley 
And groaned, through sorrow humbled, I, who said 
What time the hand so loved in mine was laid. 

Give me the lips, and let my kiss compel 

The answer that shall 'trance as with a spell. 

My hearty which now through doubting is dismayed, 
And when the prayer was granted that I prayed, 

Still found fresh wants my spirit to impel, — 
Should I, if she could come but once again 

To me, — ^allowed to sit unseen, and hear • 

Her voice — ^ah I say should I be satisfied. 

Forbid to kiss, or even touch thee, dear ? 
Oh ! mad, unreasoning heart, be still, and gain 
Contentment, that thy prayer has been denied. 
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THE DARK WAY. 

When first I knew this trouble of my days. 

This unrelenting grief, I was like one 

Who, suddenly made blind, walks not alone, 
Nor yet for any other guidance prays, 
But silent sits, conjecturing of the wa3rs 

That he must walk, the perils he must shun, 

Unaided by the light of star or sun ; 
And as at length, with set and vacant gaze, 

He rises, stumbles, stops, moves on again, 
Trusting, withal, his feet a path have found. 
Distinguishing the day from night, by sound ; 

So I, through tortuous paths no light makes plain, 
Having less even than the blind man's faith, 
With outspread hands, grope my dark way to Death. 
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HIDDEN EVIL. ' 

I LOOKED where many flowers grew, and said : 

" The way I walk is barren, yea, and long ; 

Surely one hour of rest can be no wrong." 
And so 'mid thickest of the grass I laid 
My limbs, the flowers met above my head. 

And as I lay, half-eased, I heard a song, 

Which seemed to me a psalm, and then among 
The flowers with even a halo round her shed, 

Came singing a fair woman with drooped eyes ; 
Oh, perfect soul, she touched me where I lay ; 

She softened all my life's sad memories ; 

But even while she soothed me with her sighs, 
A fiend possessed me, that I might not stay : 
Her breast I bruised, then turned, and went my way. 
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LOVES WORDS.' 

I. 

" A MAN will give his life for me/' Love saith. 

'' His heart, and brain and body will I take ; 

And if Fate wills so, for that man, will make 
A pleasure house of life. Men shrink from death ; 
Yet I by even a look, a tone, a breath. 

Can make the death hour lovely for my sake. 

All things for me, a lover will forsake. 
And verily I will reward his faith ; 

But if a man have sorrow at my hand, 
If Death the life of all he loves destroys. 
And he should seek for any other jo)rs. 

Or even consolation, I will brand 
That man with shame, and utter with my voice, 

The words that bid him from my sight and land." 
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LOVES WORDS. 

II. 

** Therefore, O son,** Love saith to me, " be wise f 

Think not thy sorrow how to mitigate ; 

But rather, patient how to bear, and wait. 
Thou hast loved well ; I treasure all thy sighs, 
And hear thy prayers ; I cannot stay thine eyes 

As yet from weeping, nor reverse the fate 

That God hath sent on thee, nor stir the gate 
That shuts her soul from thine, nor bid her rise 

To tell thee that these words are words of truth. 
But have thou faith, O son, believe in me, 

And I will some day make the path more smooth 
For treading of thy pierced, and weary feet. 

It may be late or soon, but thou shalt see, 
How sorrow borne for love, can make death sweet." 
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THE S7RANGERS. 

Because the time is Spring, when flowers should be, 

The Strangers wander through my land and say, 

"Surely some flower blossoms by the way. 
The lands should now be bright with greenery, 
And birds be choral in each flowering tree. 

Is only this land blossomless in May ? 

Come, let us watch the first transforming ray 
Of sudden light, that makes it fair to see." 

They know the atmosphere they breathe is chill ; 

The gray wood songless, and the meadow still, 
No eicultation of Spring's life ; and so 

They say Spring's sweetness is not yet begun. 
Alas ! alas \ how little do they know. 

The Spring-time, and the Summer, both are done. 
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GRIEF AGAINST GRIER 

Better, my love, than this to love in vain, 
To feel what time my heart was sad for love, 
Thy soul unpitying stand from mine aloof; 
Better to bear the torment, and the pain, 
Of lips that from all worship must refrain. 
So I might fed thy sweetness near me move ; 
Touch thee, and see thee, find some way to prove 
That souls can love, themselves not loved again. 

But thus to sit without thee, and to know, 
No grief the past can ever recreate, 
To seek, and not to find thee ; to awake, 

And face the haggard day that can bestow 
No gift of love ; these are such griefs as make 
Man feel he is but man, while &te is fate. 
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IN HE A VEN. 

My lady sits at Beatrice's feet, 
Holding her hands, and gazing in her eyes, 
Breathing against her bosom all her sighs 

For one, who doth by day, and night, repeat 

Her name he finds so sad, yet finds so sweet. 
And she in her Italian voice replies, 
" Nay, sister, have no fear, Love never dies ! 

And Love will lead him here, and ye shall meet." 
I know when Dante in his lady's ear. 

Murmurs his last sweet lay of her, my love 
Sits silent, thinking of a bygone year, 

When one, so speaking, sought her heart to move. 
Then Beatrice understands, and bows. 
And kisses tenderly her lips and brows. 
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COMPLETE SACRIFICE. 

I DO not ask thee, Love, to make life sweet ; 

All thou hast lain upon me I must bear : 

Nor do I ask again for any share 
In things I once held dear ; but when I meet 
With sore temptation, and my pulses beat 

With bodily desire, and so despair 

Half drags me from the path, and makes me fare 
Like men whose lips her lips did never greet, — 

In such an hour, stand close, and hear my call, 
Lighten my darkness and sustain my feet. 

Chain me in chains which, if they bruise, control ; 
That I may make this sacrifice complete. 

Which is, indeed, no sacrifice at all, 

Except 1 3deld the body with the souL 
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FA IE. 

<70D knows I had no hope before she came. 
And found me in the darkness, where alone 
I sat, even then, and brooded o'er things flown. 

She touched my hand, she called me by my name, 

She broke my darkness up, and smote with flame 
The heights and depths of life, till I was shown 
Where possible heavens lay, and things long known 

As things transfigured in that light became. 
I sought my heaven, her love, at whose white gate, 

" Oh ! my beloved, take me in," I cried. 
A little while the answer was delayed ; 
And then her voice, from out the glory, said : 

" Enter ! and be at peace ;" and Fate replied : 
" Thy love is strong, but stronger is my hate !" 
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UNSEEN WORSHIP. 

My face is from the world, and set mine eyes 
Upon the sacred image of my past — 
Still as a sculptured saint, whose shade is cast 

On some cathedral aisle. Sad music sighs 

About its placid silence ; on it lies 

That fleeting light divine, too rare to last, 
Our Wordsworth caught entranced. From sins that 
blast, 

No soul to this calm saint for refuge flies ; 
But none of all Christ's votaries, who fall 

In mad excess of worship on the rood 
That bears His image crucified, and lay 

Their lips in kisses to the sacred wood, 
Have worshipped, as my soul, apart from all, 
Worships unseen, its idol, night and day. 
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PROPHETIC MOMENTS. 

As when one wandering in a wood by night, 
Hearing the owls cry down the dark for prey, 
Seeing no star to light him on his way, 

In those dread moments feels the entire might 

Of some great distant grief his whole soul smite 
With sickening apprehension of a day. 
The fruit of years unborn, till waste and gray 

His far life looks in the soul's prophetic sight ; 
So sometimes through the horror of my days. 

The sights and sounds of ghostly memories, 
I stray ; but the mysterious sadness through 

My soul is reached by breaths of some high peace ; 
Airs from a fair far land I never knew, 
A land wherein she walks with Love, and prays. 
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LO VES BIRTH'HO UR. 

What was the day when, sweet, I loved thee first? 

The day when my heart trembled at thy tone 

Almost as much as would my lips have done 
Could they have slaked at thine their new-bom thirst ? 
When did this passion into fiill flower burst, 
. As a bud into a rose, beneath the sun ? 

When felt I first, my body and soul as one ? 
Life with thee bless'd, without thee, empty, and curs'd ? 

Who notes Love's birth-hour then ? In sooth not I ; 
Though Love like all things hath its birth and growth. 

And love at first sight is a short-lived thing ; 

Nor shall I know the hour when Love must die. 
For that will be my death-hour too, and both 

Will pass to where is no remembering. 
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TREASURED THOUGHTS. 

If one you loved had tarried 'neath your roof, 

And wrought with her sweet fingers many a change. 
Would you, when she had left you, disarrange 

Her handiwork, the veritable proof 

Of her late presence ? Nay, for very love 
You would not ; but in memory would range 
Through rooms her presence had left sweet and strange. 

And nought from where she placed it would remove ; 
So when she came into my life s dark ways. 

Her soul gave many a saving thought to mine, 
And all she gave of her abundant grace, 

I treasure in my heart, as most divine ! 
That if we meet again, in far off days. 

They may be found, as offerings on a shrine. 
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HER MESSENGERS. 

And could I think my dreams her messengers, 
My dreams wherein she is, should I not say, 
Waking upon some desolate new day. 

As one who with a chosen friend confers, 

She did instruct this chosen dream of hers ; 
Hers the sweet mouth that bade it wing its way, 
Through lands where dreams and sleeping spirits stray. 

And sad lips laugh, and glad eyes fill with tears, 
Until it found me ? Did she say, " O dream, 

Flying to him as swallows o'er the sea 
Fly on to summer, say some tender thing, 
Kiss longing lips and eyes, and let him deem 

That I awhile am with him bodily, 
Nor come back hither, with a broken wing ?*' 
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WASTED SFEING. ': 

Once more, though late, comes back to us the spring ! 
May's sunbeams waver in* the wavering trees. 
And leaves and grasses sing in the singing breeze ; 

The time hath come for nightingales to sing : 

And suddenly, one day in June may bring 
From fields wherein 'twere good to lie at ease. 
Life-giving, as the perfume of blown seas. 

The warm, keen smell of hay bewildering 

The sense with its sharp sweetness ; but to-day, 

Notes solemn, and sad, and measured, have I heard — 
The cuckoo's desolate cry presaging ill. 
Telling of falling leaves, cold skies, and gray, 
lake the Spring hopeless then, prophetic bird, 
Since that one voice eternally is still. 
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A TERRIBLE SUGGESTION. 

If, after all, there should be Heaven and Hell, 
How shall it be with me upon that day, 
When God's voice calls me, and I answer, " Yea,' 

To wait the doom I feel inevitable? 

Shall He who made my life most memorable 
Through unexampled sorrow, turn and say, 
" Thy tears, O son, have washed thy guilt away, 

And here within my Heaven shalt thou dwell ?*' 
Yet even if He said this, and mine eyes 

Met hers again, and saw therein no love, 

Only, instead, a look of sad reproof. 
Should I not stand forlorn in Paradise, 

And being by her spirit unforgiven. 

Sadden the saints, and so unmake God's Heaven ? 
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ARRESTED SPRING. 

The Spring has been here ; thus much, ye can tell ; 
Behold these half-unfolded leaves that lie 
Upon the path, beneath an ashen sky. 

Within these boughs, transfixed as by a spell, 

Songless the song-birds sit ; there is a smell 
Of Spring about, but that sweet smell shall die. 
As streams the west wind freed sink stagnantly, 

Because, last night, a blight on all things fell. ; 
What will ye hope, then, in this desolate place ? 

Will ye intreat the Winter to make good 

His promise ; and .with cold and lustrous grace. 

Change to a chrysolite the tender bud ? 
Not so, all energy that change could bring 
Lies mute ; airrested, with the arrested Spring. 
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AUTUMN QUIET. 

The splendours of the summer time are done, 
And, though the roses linger for a space, 
Soon will they fade on paths and garden ways. 

The russet leaves lie thickly and the sun 

Wakes late now and his course is swiftly run. 
No passionate summer storm the night dismays 
With flame and thunder ; these veiled nights and days 

We would not seek, yet, having, hardly shun. 

Then said a voice, I knew for Love's — " Even so 
May thy life be, dost thou my will and hers — 

A passionless existence that shall flow 

Like some tamed stream which men have wrought to go 
For ever in one course, which no wind stirs 
To speed or wreck the burden that it bears ?" 
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PRAYER, 

Oh, Love, behold how steep the path has grown- 
Almost too steep for any feet to tread \ 
To thee I call, to thee I bow my head. 

In solitude with men, but still alone, 

My heart hath made perpetually its moan. 
Yea, as the living call upon the dead, 
Stretching their emptied arms across the bed 

Where lies what yesterday they called their own, 
So have I called on thee ; but what avails ! 

Sorrow, grown mad and impious, dominates, 
And memory in the darkness sits and wails ; 

At every step some foe in ambush waits 
To snare my feet. Oh, Love, rise up, awake. 
And save me swiftly for thy mercy's sake. 
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THE ONE GRACE. 

I KNOW my strength of singing scant and brief, 
Noi can I hope that men my words shall heed 
When I, in death, of love have little need. 
I have not taught you wisdom out of grief, 
And in myself have I had no belief — 

Said few wise words and done no worthy deed, 
Too faint to follow, powerless to lead — 
A helmless vessel dashed from reef to reef. 

But if, dear friends, you speak of me at all. 
Say in my favour this, and this alone : 
That when Love was in her made manifest, 

I knew her for my queen, and, leaving all, 
Followed the noblest and the loveliest 
Until I knelt before her at Love's throne. 
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MEMORY. 

I STOOD once at the gates of Paradise ; 
I, even I — who now may chance on hell — 
Stood there and heard the things unutterable 

Love showeth once to all. And those dear eyes 

Looked into mine, and then, as one who sighs \ 
For joy of peace, I sighed nor broke the spell 
By any word. My kisses served to tell 

My utter love, her kisses her replies. 
Oh, sweet, how sweet, all I had even then, 

And great the promise of the years to be. 
And must I stand deserted amongst men ? 

Nay, not deserted while thy memory, 

Oh, love, hath still in its supreme control, 
The failing body and the aspiring soul. . 
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LIFE AND DEATH. 

How is it then with her ? I think 'tis well ; 
She hath no memory of days that were, 
Her soul is vexed by no importunate prayer. 
Love bowed beside her when on sleep she fell, 
No wanderer knocketh at her gates to tell 
Of things she would not know. She hath no care 
For any love. Our lives lie waste and bare 
Like lands whose losses make them memorable, 
And still she heedeth not \ yea verily, 
Oh, life and love, if such a thing could be, 
That we for one brief minute should forget, 
She would not sigh or smile to know. And yet. 
While life is sad and death is even thus, 
Can all be well with her and ill with us ? 
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JUNE, 

Oh, June, thou hast too many memories ; 
Ghosts walk by daylight 'neath thy steadfast sun — 
And people thy warm darkness ; can I shun 
These faces of dead joys and pitiless eyes 
That look in mine till my pierced spirit cries — 
" Forbear — pass by !" and makes its desolate moan 
For pity of its sorrow spent and prone ? 
Amid these ghosts my heart lies faint and dies : 
Oh, summer twilight, sad beyond all telling. 

Oh, nights made once for love, made now for grief I 
Come, winter, with thy formidable array 
Of frost and storms the gray cold ocean swelling ! 
Yet wherefore come ? Thou can'st bring no relief; 
Hast thou not too the memories that dismay ? 
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WHAT PROFITS IT1 

Alas, my God ! what profits it at all — 

The passionate love, the grief, the short-lived bliss, 

The pregnant silence after the long kiss, 
The words half uttered and half heard, the fall 
Of bitter tears, the long unanswered call 

Of heart to heart, the anguish and the fear ; 

And then the life lived after, chill and drear 
As one long winter day when no sun is; 
The hourly strife with unseen enemies. 

The pitiable armistice, and then 
The strife resumed ; failures and victories ; 

And yet no rest to either side till when 

Death, that is mightier than the loves of men, 
Makes all at once an everlasting peace ? 
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VAIN DELAY. 

In every thought of comfort I essayed, 
I found some subtle evil, some base thing 
Unclean, most virulent, and sharp to sting. 

Surely too long with these I have delayed ; 

Yea, as a child who far from home has strayed 
In some great forest lost and lingering, 
Expectant of the birds that will not sing, 

When night comes on grows terribly afraid 

And cries for home — so seems to me my soul. 
Surely the child returned will no more stray ? 
Surely my heart once more in the right way 

Will keep most steadfastly in view its goal ? 
Yet cry, lost child, for one to lead thee back ; 
And thou, Love, point my soul again its track. 
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LETHARGIC SORROW. 



Surely to-night some mist hangs on my brain? 

My soul, grown blind, can only grope its way ; 

" Yes, thou art desolate " — I hear one say — 
" For thee spring's sweetness is all turned to pain, 
Art thou not bound and bruised by this, thy chain T 

" Yea, I am bruised," I answer, in dismay. 

Yet now I can recall an ancient lay 
Of a poor bard who deemed he loved in vain, 
One queenliest of queens ; but she bowed low 

And took and loved him for a little space, 

Then left him for a far and unknown place, 
Where he, for all his longing, might not go. 

Now the mist fades, my soul regains its sight, 

And all shows plain in the old unpitying light 
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DESOLATE LOVE 

I SAW Love sitting by a dry well head, 
No crown was on his hair, and in his hand 
He had no sceptre but a warrior's brand; 

With blood his hands and feet and robes were red, 

And ever as he bowed his face he shed 

Most bitter tears, and cried, " Where is my land — 
And all my subjects that might not withstand 

My perfect will and the sweet words I said ? 
Lo ! men have turned from me in these dark days. 

The temples that I reared they have cast down." 
Then close by his shone out my lady's face, 

I saw her bow, and knew she spoke with him. 

And when he raised his eyes they were not dim, 

And on his hair was glory of a crown. 
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BY THEIR FRUITS YE SHALL KNOW THEM. 

And if I say I love, and yet forbear 
To do her will, what does my love suffice ? 
Barren it is and all my poems lies. 

Yea, though I touch the limit of despair, 

And breathe in sorrow as I breathe the air, 
Find the earth waste and gray the sunlit skies, 
A void where once I dreamed of paradise, 

A bitter end of every hope and prayer, 

Yet slight her least command, my love is vain — 

A pitiful and unregarded thing. 

And I unworthy of her fame to sing. 
Too strong to fall, too feeble to attain. 

But if I do her will my life shall prove 

The depth and glory of her saving love. 
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THE TWO TEMPTATIONS. 

Two met with me upon a weary day. 
One said — " I am Love's servant fair to see, 
And I have alms which I will give to thee." 

But though most fair she seemed, I answered — " Nay, 

I serve the master, pass thou on thy way, 
For lo ! Love's servant gives no alms to me." 
The second cried — " I am Love's enemy 

And certes no wise fair \ let me essay 
To guide thy steps." " I walk alone," I said. 

But he seized hold of both my hands and cried-r^ 
" A little come with me, then stand aloof*" 

Love's foe he is and mine, a false, ^dse guide ; 
Yet must I bear with him or bow my head. 
Serving LOve's servant and betraying Love. 
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PAST AND PRESENT. 

When I conceive of things that might have been, 
Of joys that now no God can reinspire 
And all the melancholy years require, 

I turn my fece and front my life unseen. 

Stately she was and like an Eastern queen. 
Only her soul was as a kindling fire. 
She comprehended every heart's desire 

And was desire's bound. Oh, matchless mien, 
Oh, face of sleeping passion and grave eyes 

That grew Love's own when his soul kindled them. 

Oh, wide white brows that bore his diadem, 
Oh, voice which now no more to mine replies, 

Oh, sweet, my love, my own in spite of fate. 

Is the lamp quenched, my bride, and am I late ? 
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THE RIGHT TO LOVE. 

" Oh, Love, 'be merciful to me," I cried, 

" Turn thou, oh, turn to me, my lady's face," 

And, as a dying man for new strength prays, 
I prayed to Love and Love's own voice replied — 
" The prayer is granted, be thou satisfied." 

Ah me I the pity and glory of those days, 

The lovely, mystic, unfamiliar ways 
Of bliss wherein my spirit did abide ! 

Ah me ! the roar of that dark sea and cold. 
The flowerless paths and heavens bereft of light 1 

Oh, Love, and oh, my love, I was too bold. 

What right had I thy love to seek or hold ? 
Yet now Love saith from his unmeasured height — 
" Let thy life show thou hadst alone the right." 
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AFFINITIES. 

Somewhere, I do believe— though where, who knows ?- 

One like my lady dwells. Should I not see, 

If I could come upon her suddenly. 
The queenly face and eyes whose depths disclose 
Passionate rest, great thoughts, and the repose 

Of natures wrought for wise sweet mastery? 

Yea I do feel, though incommunicably, 
That round my life in this life hers yet flows. 
And she will read these lays, and all her soul 

Will yearn toward me to comfort and sustain. 

Others will read to find their truth in vain ; 
She only will entirely understand. 
Oh, soul twin-bom with hers, stretch out thy hand 
And lead the pilgrim till he reach the goal 
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{QUANTUM MUTATUS ! 

With emptied outstretched hands and downcast eyes, 
Love walks alone and walks uncomforted ; 
And if the aureole gleam about his head 

I hardly know ; his lips are full of sighs, 

And they who question him gain no replies. 
Only to me he saith, " My feet have bled 
From many a thorny path, and I have said 

Such grievous words as make the swift tears rise. 
But never since men knew my awful name 

Have I walked thus by such precipitous ways, 
Seen such deep darkness, and illusive flame 

Which leaves no track. Oh, great ancestral days ! 
For I am he whose mighty power and peace 
Crowned Helen — consecrated Beatrice." 
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DREAMING LOVE. 

I SAW Love in a strange and hidden place ; 
His face was as the face of one who dreams, 
Yea, as some weary slumberer's who seems, 

By the glad smile which lightens all his face, 

To walk once more 'mid old loved country ways. 
What time the tender April twilight teems 
With songs, and gusts of lilac, and the streams 

Run with the sound of wind through some green maze. 
Love's hands were folded on his quiet breast. 

But lo, a far-oflf voice called, " Love, arise ; 
The night is ended and the dream is done." 

Then Love unclosed his fair and mournful eyes. 
Took up his staff, and turned him from his rep', 
And as he went shone round his path the sun. 
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LOVE AND DEATH. 

" My gracious lady talks with Love," I said, 
" Yet hath perchance no thought of me. — Oh, sweet, 
See now I put my heart beneath your feet, 

Having no crown to set upon your head. 

Is the gift too unworthy ?" Then Love led 
My lady up to me and bade her greet 
My lips with hers, that body and soul might meet. 

We kissed, we clung together comforted. 

" My lady talks with me," I said ; " Love's grace 

Hath made us now for ever more as one." 

My lady turned aside, and lo ! one saith, 

" Lover, behold thy lady talks with Death." 
I turned to clasp my sweet, but in her place 

Death towered before me and eclipsed the sun. 
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LOVES SERVANTS. 

There came to me who cried — " Arise and wake 
And follow us, beholding we are Love's — 
His chosen ones who haunt his secret groves, 

Wherein are streams where thou thy thirst may'st slake ; 

Ah ! be well pleased with us thy home to make." 
The voice of her who spoke was like a dove's. 
When with her tenderest pleading she most moves 

Her mate to love in some dim tangled brake ; 
A ripe seduction lurked in every curve 

Of her lithe body. Then the second spake, 
Gayer her tone ; the third, with jeers and cries. 
Besought and threatened ; but I closed my eyes, 

For these were all Love's servants, for whose sake 

. Who know not of the master live to serve. 
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LOVES SUFFICIENCY. 

If love is unsufflcient, what avails ? 

If love abideth not, then what thing sta3rs ? 

One prayed to wearies as the one who prays, 
The exquisite delight of passion fails, 
No joy endures, the brightest beauty pales, 

And though to art we give our nights and days, 

We know our brows unworthy of their bays, 
Wreckt men whose eyes see visionary sails. 

And is love insufficient, oh, my queen ? 
Did we not say, when in love's sweet control 

We stood, each bound to each — " For what hath been 
This hour suffices ?" Oh, beloved, see 
It hath sufficed. Love's saving memory 
Has interposed 'twixt ruin and my soul. 



124 



DEAD JOYS. 

The joy in sunset and the large delight 

Of rains abundant falling after heat, 

The passionate joy it was to break and beat 
With strenuous limbs the blown waves warm and white, 
The vital peace that fills the summer's night, 

The pensive joy, just touched by dreamy pain. 

Of autumn twilights when dim woods complain 
And the past summer haunts the inward sight ; 

The joy of travel and acquaintanceship 
With lordly towns and many a sung-of place 

Whose names are in man's ear and on his lip — 
All these for me are over now and done, ^ 

Since that essential life which lit the sun 
Death has eclipsed, darkening my lady's face. 
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THE HIGHER SELF. 

That higher self her spirit raised in me, 

Pressed in life's fight, desponding shrank away ; 

And then, in irresistible array, 
Threatening to have me in captivity, 
Of tempters came a mighty company. 

Then did I turn myself to Love and pray ; 

Yet still I felt my strength wane day by day. 
And still I said — " Must these have mastery ?" 

And when it seemed, indeed, that I must fail, 
Came back that higher self and shook the door 

Of my shut soul, and smote the tempters down"; 

And said to me — " Does not her love prevail ? 
Is she not one with thee for evermore 

That Death may crown thee with Love's perfect 
crown ?" 
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A MESSAGE FOR THE OLD YEAR. 

Soon shall we have the New Year in his place ; 
With empty hands and unexpectant eyes 
I sit and ponder while the Old Year dies ; 

" Lo ! from the stainless cold of the first days, 

To this most gentle night, through all thy ways 

Have I not walked unchanged ? With songs like cries, 
Wrung out of sorrow which Love deifies, 

I have assailed thee. Now as one who prays, 
Hoping for acceptation of his prayer, 

I pray thee, dying year, that should'st thou meet, 
In that dim place where all our sweet dreams be. 
The ghosts of years that knew even her and me. 

Thou say how one, forlorn, with weary feet, 

Treads the dark path that leads he knows not where." 
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A PARABLE. 

There was a certain man who thought to dwell 

Apart from all in loveless solitude ; 

None roused him or had power to change his mood. 
" Within the world, endowed with many a spell, 
A sorcerer, whose name I will not tell, 

Waits me," he said ; and no man understood. ' 

So, for long months he dwelt in lonelihood. 
Nor heeded how the seasons rose or fell. 

He bore with memories — a ghastly throng 
That filled his sleepless nights and desolate days. 

But lo 1 that sorcerer, subtle as a flame. 

Wound to him hissing forth his awful name. 
Then he, the man, so hunted, turned his face 

And sought his kind that they might keep him strong. 
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LOVE AND SORROW. 

Sorrow, of Love begotten, fought with Love 
And bruised the mother's breast, and in her ear 
Hissed bitter words and base ; then Love had fear. 

But still with that rebellious one she strove. 

Till Sorrow, seeming humble, sought to move 
Love's heart with sophistry, and cried — " Ah, dear ! 
What can we hope for now ? Behold, quite near 

Is many a mystic cave and magic grove, 

Wherein we may forget at least one day 
Our sad relationship ; fear thou no snare." 
So Sorrow, kneeling, prayed her impious prayer. 

But mightier was the mother than the child. 
Who owned her sin ; and these two, reconciled, 

Now help each other on the tedious way. 
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CONCERNING THE NEXT BOOK, TO BE 
CALLED ''THE PILGRIMAGED 

More have I spoken of myself than her. 

I feel you do not know my lady yet ; 

But those who knew her once may not forget. 
I am a pilgrim, no meit wanderer 
Upon life's way, and often T confer 

With those I would not, but my face is set 

Towards that high goal where love and grief are met, 
And each becomes the other's minister. 
And memorable sorrow makes love memorable. 

Then when I have overcome the weary way, 

I will for you go back to that first day 
When first I saw her face, of her to tell, 
And make to all a sanctity of pain 
For that she was and shall not be again. 



A PARABLE. 

7HZkZ was a man who tfaoag^ to dwell alone 
Ifi a fair house ^ My lady steeps," he said, 
** Resting for ever in the eternal shade ; 

But lo, this place which should have been her own 

I still will keep as hers ; let Memoiy moan 
Through sculptured passages for sweet things fled" 
Only one dwelt with him, around whose head 

The aureole shone, and he for Love was known. 

Then to that house in lamentable estate 
Came wanderers, craving shelter from the cold, 

And these the master pitied for their pam ; 
But spoilers they whom Love at length controlled, 

Scourged and cast forth, and closed in wrath the gate. 

Where now for entrance angels cry in vain. 
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PAST SUMMER. 

When first the summer time seems gray and cold) 
Though sad, we are not hopeless, for we say, 
" No summer yet has passed quite cold and gray ; ' 
Warm days shall come e'en as they came of old, 
Yea, days of bounteous sunlight shall enfold 
The longing earth. In paths where now none stray 
We yet shall wander, singing by the way, 
And though the nightingale long since hath told 
Her tale to every green and wind-swept glen, 

In sumptuous summer nights we shall repose 
'Neath gold-touched leaves that have not lost their green* 

But when the darkened summer finds its close — 
When we have had such days and nights, 'tis then 
We know what may not be by what has been.'' 
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THE UTTERED SOUL. 

If God to me had given the heart and brain 
Of some musician skilled above the rest, 
Her soul in music had been manifest : 

Perchance some painter, frenzied to sweet pain 

By her deep loveliness, through stress and strain 
Of great desire to be through life possessed 
Of all that beauty, had been crowned and blessed, 

And, spent yet living, seen the light strike plain 
Upon her deathless loveliness, and died ! 

But Music could alone her spirit render ; 
Long waves of passionate melody that roll 
Wave after wave all tending to one goal. 

Pure notes, intense beyond all language tender. 
Her soul in music, Music deified I 
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LOVES QUEST. 

Love walks with weary feet the upward way, 

Love without joy and led by suflfering ; 

Love's unkissed lips hare now no song to sing, 
Love's eyes are blind and cannot see the day, 
Love walks in utter darkness, and I say : 

" Oh, Love, 'tis summer," or " Behold the spring," 

Or, " Love, 'tis autunm, and leaves withering," 
And " Now it is the winter bleak and gray," 

And still Love heedeth not " Oh, Love," I cry, 
** Wilt thou not rest ? the path is over steep :" 

Love answers not, but passeth all things by ; 
Nor will he stay, for those who laugh or weep. 

I follow Love who follows Grief; but lo. 
Where the way ends, not Love himself can know. 



AND THOU SLEEPEST. 

With no speech in thy lips, and no light in thine eyes, 

Thou liest, and sleepest in sleep so profound, 
That my heart when it breaks, and my voice when it 
cries. 

Doth not vex it with sound. 

But my soul, in the depth of its grief, can rejoice 
That, for me, but for me, is the anguish of days 
That shall know nevermore the too dearly-loved voice, 

Nor see the loved face. 

The days wax and wane, the stem winter is over, 

While, with carols new-bom and perfumes that cling. 
As a maid, as a lovely compassionate lover. 

To earth comes the spring. 
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Oh, thy sleep is serene, more serene than a sea 

Lying under the passionless light of the moon ; 
Thou forgettest all raptures that were, and to thee 

The night is as noon. 

Oh, my love ! my sole love ! oh, thou one best beloved ! 

Have my songs and my kisses no part in thee now ? 
Is thy soul by the storm of my sorrow unmoved ? 

Oh, love, is it so ? 

My spirit goes back to the day of our meeting, 

When thy name was no more than a name to my ears ; 
Oh, name so belov'd now, of which the repeating 

Brings passionate tears. 

Dear name, which, in speaking, the voice would grow 
tender. 
Name beloved of my voice, as thy face of my sight ; 
As my lips of thy lips, wont in kisses to render 

Delight for delight. 

Now rendered no longer, for kisses are done ; 
Embraces are over, glad music played out ; 
Our joy was at noon ; now set is the sun, 

And night is about. 
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Yes, night is about me, a night without star, 

Blackest ilight with no moonlight to lighten its gloom. 
But here at Love's shrine, where Love's memories are, 

My heart makes its tomb ! 

Memories, pale memories, sad memories that move 
All around me, in front of me, go where I will — 
Are these ghosts then the all life has left me of love. 

Love that heaven could fill ? 

Crown'd ghosts* of dead queens that, forsaking their 
tombs, i 
Haunt the groves and the palaces once that were theirs. 
Wander weeping through desolate banqueting-rooms. 

No festival cheers. 

With a great lamentation they fill, day and night. 

The fair chambers unpeopled, fair halls that were once 
Glad with dancing and melody, flooded with light 

Outshining the sun's. 

And is this, then, the end of our beautifiil dream. 

Oh, our dream that was so&g, and our dream that was 
fire? 
Peace lives not for me, and time cannot redeem 

My soul from desire; 
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From the infinite longing for da3rs that are past, 
When thy hands were in mine, and thy breath on my 
hair, 
When I sat at thy feet, and beheld love at last, 

As tender as fair. 

Oh I then, Love he was kind to me. Love that for days 

I had prayed to, and sang of songs bitter to sing. 
For I said, " Not for me, not for me is his grace, 

But only his sting." 

I reviled him, defiled him, made light of his name, 

Disdained him, profaned him, besought him to cease j 
And, in infinite pity, to pardon he came, 

And said, " Be at peace !" 

Of treasures, the rarest he had in his keeping. 

He gave to my soul, and my soul, newly living. 
As a spirit awake that too long has been sleeping, 

Confessed him forgiving. 

What gift did he give to me ? Who shall declare ? 

The depth of the nature to my nature given. 
Will ye fathom the deep sea, and measure the air. 

Or estimate heaven ? 
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Then I said, " Has He altered, the God of the years, 
Who established the darkness no less than the light, 
Who controlleth the winds, and unfailingly bears 

The day to the night T 

He bids kingdoms arise. He appeaseth the wars ; 

The storms work His will which the thunder proclaims ; 
He spreads out the heavens, and lights them with stars 

Which He calls by their names. 

Cried the soul of the Psalmist in sorrowful strength, 

" Hath God to be gracious forgotten ?** I said, 
" He has pitied our long lamentations at length : 

His anger has fled." 

" Ah ! His mercy endureth for ever," you say. 

Not His mercy, but wrath, for no mercy He hath ; 
For as slayers stand full in the path of their prey, 

Stood Death in Love's path. . 

Then Love clasped all her joys and her visions of peace, 

As the mother her babe in her bosom would hide 
When avengers draw near, and in terror she sees 

The foe on each side* 
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And this life now is mine^ love, to use as I will ; 

If I ruin my soul, will thy sweetness reprove me ? 
If with glory the days of my life I should fill, 

Would that, my love, move thee ? 

If I come firom the battle defeated and weak, 

Will thy tenderness lull, and take sting from defeat ? 
If I triumph, will pride in thy voice, on thy cheek. 

Make triumph more sweet ? 

Let'me lose, let me win, there is work to be done. 

Mighty battles to fight, fierce conventions to slay. 
Ere the glorious battle of fi-eedom be won. 

And Right has her way. 

But for me, not for me, is the conqueror's crown. 

Nor the grave of the fallen ; I share in no strife ; 
I have buried my dreams ; by my dreams I sit down. 

And watch out my life. 

And thou sleepest, beloved, and thy rest is so deep. 

That no dream comes to mar thy enduring repose ; 
I; too, at the end, after sorrow shall sleep. 

Hands fold; and eyes close* 
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Pale the realm that I look for, and bloomless and still ; 

Love leads me, but Love shall relinquish my hand, 
When I pass the dark portals, nor shrink at the chill 

Of the summerless land. 

A land without song, and a land without light ; 

But the angels, that stand in its gateways, can hear 
A sound of lamenting that comes day and night 

Through the colourless air, 

The crying of mourners who weep as they come ; 

And the wind brings a soimd of their weeping before, 
But they gain it, the land where all voices are dumb ; 

Then, they weep nevermore ! 

And thou sleepest as they ; as thou sleepest, shall I ; 

I shall not remember, I shall not forecast ; 
Shall feel not, shall see not, shaU know not, but lie 

Asleep at the last 
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AFTER; 

I. 
A LITTLE time for laughter, 

A little time to sing, 

A little time to kiss and cling, 
And no more kissing after. ^ 

IL 

A little while for scheming 
Love's miperfected schemes ; 
A little time for golden dreams. 

Then no more any dreaming. 

in. 
A little while 'twas given 

To me to have thy love ; 

Now, like a ghost, alone I move 
About a ruined heaven. 
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IV. 

A little time for speaking. 

Things sweet to say and hear ; 
A time to seek, and find thee near. 

Then no more any seeking. 

V. 

A little time for saying 

Words the heart breaks to say ; 

A short, sharp time wherein to pray, 
Then no more need for praying ] 

VI, 

But long, long years to weep in. 
And comprehend the whole 
Great grief that desolates the soul, 

And eternity to sleep in. 
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DE PROFUNDUS. 

I HAVE no strength at all, Love, save through thee- 
Man helps me not, and God, if God there be, 
Has turned His face in anger ; help me then, 
Oh thou who govemest the lives of men I 
I have blasphemed against thy name, and said, 
" Love is as other gods, a god to dread, 
A lovely, uncompassionating god, 
A god who scourges with a fiery rod, 
A wrathful god, who desolates our years, , 
Filling the breast with sighs, the eyes with tears, 
' Hot, bitter, blinding tears that bring no ease." 
Such things I said ; yea, bitterer things than these, 
But never said thou wast not, or denied 
In any way thy godhead. I had died 

10 
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Before tliee, spealdng impioiis tiiingps and base, 

Hadst thou not tnmed a finroiiiable fiure, 

Hadst tfaou not raised me up, and bade me see^ 

In her I worship, thy divinity. 

Oh, Love ! from whom no secret thought is hidden, 

Thoa knowest well how bitterly, sdf-chidden, 

I fall before thee in my heart, and cry, 

Love, save me, or I perish ! Life goes by. 

Each day the thing I would not, that I do. 

Because I am so worthless. Oh, renew 

A righteous spirit in me. Let me say, 

When life and all sad memories turn away. 

As least, I am more worthy ; if we meet 

In any unknown kingdom, strange and sweet, 

I shall not turn my face, as if in shame, 

But answer, when she calls me by my name, 

And tell her, how not all in vain I strove 

To keep my whole life stainless for her love. 

Oh, Love ! I do conjure thee, by her grace. 

By all the anguish of a last embrace, 

To keep me in the way that I would go. 

To give me strength to conquer, and to show - 
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Her gloiy in my life, till all men see 

What love can do for love. Love, strengthen me ! 

What man another^s thoughts shall understand? 

I am become an alien in the land. 

I am like those who hear not, and as one 

Who, being blind, discemeth not the sun. 

I am like one whose lips were sealed from birth. 

And like a man who falleth to the earth 

Because his strength is wasted utterly ; 

But breathe thou on my eyes, and I shall see ; 

Unclose my ears, and I shall hear ; unseal 

My lips, and let me with my mouth reveal 

Thy wondrous works. Increase my strength withal, 

That I may walk uprightly, and not fall ; 

Fall not, nor stumble, though the way be long. 

Led by thy hand, and in thy strength made strong. 

Thou gavest, and Death took ; and I am left. 

Of every joy and every hope bereft. 

Save this — of being able, at the last. 

To look imshamed upon a bitter past 

My sorrow is not hidden from thy sight ; 

Have I not called upon thee in the night, 

10 — 2 
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And in the day ? "Love, Love !" have I not cried, 
And hast thou not from thy for heaven replied ? 
Yea, thou hast answered me, and said, " Be strong ! 
Perchance, the way is not so very long j 
Oh, son, be firm, and I will send thee aid. 
Have I not heard, and wilt thou be afraid ?" 
Oh, Love ! make haste to help me, or I fall ; 
Without thy aid, I cannot strive at all. 
I shaH be trodden under foot, and shamed, 
Whenever with my name her own is named. 
'Tis knowledge of thy laws for which I pant, 
Oh, teach me, thou, to keep thy covenant 
Men iall from thee by reason of their grief, 
And think that other gods can grant relie£ 
Thou art the only god compassionate, 
Oh, give me strength and patience. Love, to wait 
We know not what comes after death, but trust 
That no fresh sorrow quickeneth in the dust 
No man can tell for certain what shall be ; 
Death lies before us like a sombre sea ; 
It may be, land is on the f^her side^ 
But none come back across the awfiil tide 
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To bear us revelation. We must stand, 

And watch the dark waves mounting up the strand. 

Thou couldst not keep them from her ; did she go 

As one who trembles, and holds back ? Not so, 

Thy light was in her heart, thy saving grace 

Made lovelier, even, that divinest face : 

She preached thy gospel ; through her life I came 

To comprehend the glory of thy name. 

Now by the joy that was, arid grief that is, 

By every sacred unforgotten kiss. 

By all the bitterness of unshed tears, 

Help me to bear the burden of the years ; 

Give me fresh courage, and sustain my soul ; 

Purge me of all uncleanness, make me whole, 

That I may show thy wonders fitly then. 

Glory to thee, oh Love, in all Amen. 



15© 



BEFORE SLEEPING. 

When I sleep, Love, be thou near ; 

Let me hear 
In my heart thy voice, and say, 

"AU the day 
I have done thy will and hers." 

Sleep confers 
Many blessings ; but, to me, 

What shall be 
Half as sweet as dreamless rest ? 

That is best ! 
If she come in any dream, 

And I seem 
To embrace her while I cry, 

" Thou and I 
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Are together once again/' 

How the pain 
Of awakening should I bear ? 

Oh, Love, hear. 
Keep all evil dreams away j 

Only say, 
" By thy side my watch I keep. 

Sleep, son, sleep !" 
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WASTED. 

I WOULD it were done with and over, 

This life with no goal, 
That bountiful darkness might cover, 

My body and souL 

I'm weary of living and loving, 

I'm weary of strife ; 
Of shadows incessantly moving 

In light of my life. 

I'm weary of night-time and day-time. 

Of things that go by ; 
I'm weary of winter and May-time, 

The sea, and the sky. 



I look to the rest that comes after 
The peace that endures ; 

« 

Of a land wherein tears are as laughter^ 
And no love allures. 

By no thought of a lady beloved, 

But never possessed ; 
Is the spirit atgain ever moved 

When lost in that rest ? 

On that day when you bid me farewell, 

And no word I say ; 
You may bow yourselves o'er me, and tell 

Of times gone away. 

You may show me her portrait, and lay it 

Here^ just on my heart ; 
The poem she said, ye may say it, 

And I shall not start. 

You may say that she loved not at all. 

Or loved overmuch ; 
You may say, " If love held them in thrall, 

We knew not of such. 
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** Had he stnven, and fired long enoo^ 

This dung had not been ; 
We had iband him anodier fiiir love. 

To be his soul's queen." 

I shall not assent nor deny. 

Say, do what you wiU 
On that day when I bid yon good-bye. 

And my heart becomes stilL 

Oh ! my love, in whose love I abided, 

Whose soul, like a star. 
Shone- oat fixnn the distance^ and guided 

My life firom a&r. 

Having lived oat my life for thee sdely, 

Renoanced aU for thee ; 
The death which I die shall be holy 

And gracious to me. 

Oh, most beautiful, languishing face 1 

Oh, peaceful gray eyes 1 
That beheld with prophetical gaze 

The shadows that rise 
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'Twixt spirits that life could not sever, 

Death only divide : 
Takipg one where the lovers meet never, 

Nor bridegroom claims bride. 

It is sweet thrcHigh the wintiy hours, 

When thick the snow lies ; 
To think of ¥7arm airs, and &ir flowers, 

Green fields, and clear skies. 

'Tis sad when the summer is dying, 

And nights become chill ; 
To think how the snow shall be lying 

On valley and hilL 

'Tis sweet for the lovers that sunder. 

If but for a day, 
To think of their meeting, and wonder 

What words each shall say. 

So, my love, through these hours of sorrow, 

How peaceful it seems, 
Awaiting the night without m(Hrow, 

The sleep without dreams. 
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On that day when Death bids me arise. 

No longer to grieve ; 
I shall follow, nor look with sad eyes 

On things that I leave. 

I shall sleep, and forget altogether 

Your voice and your face ; 
The passionate, splendid June weather, 

Long nights^ and long days 

Will come, and I shall not awaken 

To think of the night. 
The June night, when my soul was first shaken, 

And thrilled by love's might. 

Yet I see it so clearly to-day. 

That night when I loved ; 
I remember the tree^overed way. 

The sound as you moved. 

Of your robes sweeping over the grass. 

The sound of your voice. 
Oh, my love, my own love, let them pass. 

These ghosts of dead joys. 
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Oh, Death ! let me join them, and follow 

Where no sorrows thrill ; 
Where to chambers all silent and hollow, 

Comes nought that is ill j 

Comes nought that is lovely or gracious, 

Comes nought that can move ; 
The chamber, though narrow, is spacious 

And lofty enough 

For the tenant who lies without motion. 

Mere ashes and dust ; 
Released from all sense of emotion, — 

So, Lord, do we trust ; 

We trust, that is all ; but who, living, 

Hath knowledge to say, 
What gifts we may have of God's giving, 

When life's put away ? 

Who can say, after all, we shall sleep ? 

I may find death is vain j 
I noay wake to remember, and weep 

To feel the old pain • 
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As fresh in my spirit as ever. 

To long for love's jojrs — 
For the music that comes again, never, 

The somid of your voice; 

For the passionate lips that could thrill me, 

The beat of the breast ; 
The peace of the soul that could still me, 

And wrap me in rest. 

Shall I thirst for old touches and kisses ? 

Ah ! what shall I see ? 
Shall that possible life be as this is. 

Or worse, it may be ? 

We may rove, being dead, through gray places, 

With twilight above ; 
Worn ghosts with pale, hungering faces, 

Souls yearning for love, 

In lands where the wind never ranges, 

The light never veers ; 
A kingdom that knows not of changes 

Through infinite years. 
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There, Dante, stem-featured, may wander 

With sorrow suppressed ; 
And look o'er gray seas, and say, " Yonder, 

My queen does she rest? 

''Or moves she as I among shadows, 

And sighs, * We were wrong ; 
Are these then the heavenly meadows 

Proclaimed in thy song ?* " 

I may long, as I now long for quiet. 

For trouble and strife, 
The discord, the fever, and riot 

Of actual life. 

Any sound that should free for a minute 

My soul from that sound 
Of a voice with my heart's music in it, 

A voice that I found 

Surpassing all Fancy invented, 

A voice, the heart's cry, 
A voice, wherein Laughter repented. 

And failed in a sigh. 
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In the utter, eternal dismay 

Of life never stirred. 
Time may seem like one petrified day, 

Transfixed at God's word. 

But all this is barren of reason, 

And useless as prayers ; 
We must live on, and wait for Death's season. 

To know what it bears. . 
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ATA WINDOW. 

This is the window at which she read, 

That day in June when the heat mists rose, 
Veiling the light of the sun o'erhead, 

The poem, my heart the loveliest knows. 
And here I sat near her feet, and fed 
My heart with th* exquisite present, and said, 
" The future may give, it may take away, 
But she, she is with me one whole June day." 

She read, I listened, and oft there came 
The roses' scent from the paths below j 

My lips inaudibly named her name. 
And, so great did the passionate worship grow. 

It seemed I must weep to quench the flame. 

Kindling and thrilling the blood of my frame j 

IX 
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When ho* voice in compassionate music folded 
The thoughts my heart to its longings moulded. 

And here, one twilight in summer, too, 

I^ who had dreamed of her all the day. 
Hearing the exquisite voice come through 

The music of Nature, striving to say 
A part of my love in lays I knew 
That her spirit should one day own for true. 
Was suddenly rapturously made aware 
That she I dreamed of was with me there. 

She bade me tell her my rhymes, and so 

I told" them over, her mood to please ; 
My heart was full, and my voice was low, 

I knew she would speak, when my voice should cease ; 
She spoke : one minute I seemed to know, 
All my life might be, if her life could flow 
As one with mine, till the end were attained, 
All grief and joy done with, the great rest gained. 

And here I sit by myself to-night, 

Utterly lonely, hopeless of heaven. 
Hearing no voice, discerning no light. 

Was not my life and my life's love given 



ATA WINDOW. 163 

Into her keeping, my sole delight? 

And now she is far out of reach, out of sight, 

What deed shall I do, what word shall I say ? 

What song shall I sing, and what prayer shall I pray ? 

" Dream thou no dream, though thy sleep be long," 

To her I will say, " sleep fast, and well, 
I — I will turn from the great world's wrong, 

Henceforward, alone with my grief to dwell. 
I will pray to Love, I will sing a song. 
That love shall keep pure, and passion make strong. 
And the song thus bom of my love shall be. 
The star of my lady's divinity." 



II — 2 
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HOPE AND MEMORY, 

Here Hope, with strenuous wings that shone like fire, 

Drew after, in his flight, a love's desire ; 

And here gaunt Fear snatched at Hope's shining wing, 

And plucked it back, apd held it fluttering ; 

Here with the sound of wind and wash of waves. 

Came tones and glimpses of the love that saves ; 

The place is still the same — this place whereto 

I brought the dream one lady's face came through. 

Oh, guardian cliffs, and thou, enduring sea. 

Once part of Hope as now of Memory, 

Hope, which accomplished, all lies cold and dead. 

While Grief and Memory take hands and wed. 

They walk where phantom feet and faces pass, 

They speak of Hope that was, of Joy that was ; 

Unknowing and unknown alone they move, 

Sad and undying ministers of Love. 
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THE SEASON'S ASSOCIATIONS. 

Soft white wings in a whirling wind, 
Shivering trees, and sad gray skies, 
Bitter kisses and long, long sighs. 

Eyes by passionate tears made blind, 
A fire of hope that but waxed and waned, 
Words that soothed, and words that pained. 

And hot strange^light in the aching eyes. 

Waters flashing beneath the sun, 
Songs of birds, and the scent of May, 
Grief for a loved one far away. 

Pain of a hope that is all but done, 
A thought of meeting bitter as sweet, 
Lips that by night in dreams repeat 

The one sad prayer they have left to pray. 
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Breathless heavens and blinding noons, 
Friends that loiter 'neath garden trees 
Two together, a sense of peace, 

Long still nights and the great sweet moons, 
Love victorious crowned at last, 
Bliss exalted and grief downcast, 

And a calm as deep as of summer seas. 

Dead leaves drifting down garden ways. 
Fear in place of a feir delight, 
Wind and rain through the day and night, 

Hands outstretched, and a half-turned face, 
Words from lips that will soon be still, 
Hopes that cower and thoughts that kill, 

And death that triumphs in love's despite. 



i67 



A DREAM. 

I DREAMT I sat one evening all alone, 
In chambers haunted by old memories, 

No hope of star, or memory of sun 
Lightened the grayness of the autumn skies, 

My heart was full of sorrow, great and keen. 

For there my Love one year with me had been ; 

There first my soul confessed her for its queen. 
There had we mixed our kisses and our sighs, 

There first to me her inmost heart was shown. 

The wind outside was sweeping from the trees 
Their few remaining leaves, as in some hall, 

Where men have late held great festivities. 
One plucks the faded glories from the wall, 
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" ^^is was all I saw, and all I heard 
^^ sad protracted moaning of the wind, 
^ piteous crying of some twilight bird, 
■^J^at came a nest in leafless boughs to find. 
^Oi^ /klse, false voice," I said, and turned away, 
4n.d. sliut the door upon the dying day, 
Ati<i ixi tlie evening, desolate and gray, 

SsLt still as one whom sorrow maketh blind, 
And. in the silence with my heart conferred. 

A-TCid. as I sat, I heard that voice again, 

And « Lo I" it cried, "be not discomfited, 
iCnocks she so loud, and calls she so in vain ? 
Go forth once more, and call, nor be afiraid 
Of any fresh disaster. Heavenly state 
She leaves for thee, and at thy very gate, 
Worn in the wind and twilight, doth she wait." 
"I have no hopG, for all thy words," I said, 
'' And yet I could not, if I would, refrain." 

Then, as a man who, being near to die, 

Knowing men carmot save him, turns his face, 

And calJs on God, in his extremity, 
To lengthen yet a little while his days, 
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Because the giver of the feast lies dead, 

And those for whom the festal board was spread 

Stand with sad faces round his silent bed, 

And all the lamps that lit the festival 
Untended bum and in the daylight cease. 

Then suddenly I heard a voice, and lo ! 

That voice was like the wind's voice having speech. 
It said to me, " Rise up, dost thou not know 

Thy lady waits outside, and doth beseech 
For entrance ; shall she cry and thou not hear ?*' 
I looked, but saw no living creature near. 
Only that voice kept whispering in my ear, 

" She calls to thee, to thee her hands outreach, 
Lo, by thy name she calls thee even now !" 

I made no answer, but flung open wide 

The door, and faced the light with eager eyes ; 
I called her name with all my strength, I cried 

On that beloved name, as one who tries 
To make men hear when in vext sleep he seems 
To fly from pale avenging forms, and deems 
He sleeps, but cannot waken from his dreams ; 
I looked, and saw above the sad gray skies, 
And the gaunt poplars standing either side. 
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And this was all I saw, and all I heard 
Was sad protracted moaning of the wind, 

And piteous cr3ang of some twilight bird, 
That came a nest in leafless boughs to find. 

" Oh, false, false voice," I said, and turned away. 

And shut the door upon the dying day, 

And in the evening, desolate and gray. 

Sat still as one whom sorrow maketh blind. 

And in the silence with my heart conferred. 

And as I sat, I heard that voice again. 

And " Lo !" it cried, " be not discomfited, 
Knocks she so loud, and calls she so in vain ? 
Go forth once more, and call, nor be afraid 
Of any fresh disaster. Heavenly state 
She leaves for thee, and at thy very gate, 
Worn in the wind and twilight, doth she wait." 
" I have* no hope, for all thy words," I said, 
" And yet I could not, if I would, refrain." 

Then, as a man who, being near to die, 

Knowing men cannot save him, turns his face. 

And calls on God, in his extremity. 
To lengthen yet a little while his days, 
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And, calling, feels withal he calls in vain, 
So by her name I called her once again, 
Then listened, and I heard the rush of rain, 

And sweep of winds down leaf-strewn garden ways ; 
I saw the blown clouds hunying through the sky. 

I looked, and listened, but no answer came, 
No form or phantom stood beside the door. 

Only the wind, in moaning, moaned her name, 
Only my footsteps echoed on the floor ; 

And now the daylight died and darkness fell. 

I did not know I dreamed, and yet the spell 

Of dreaming seemed upon me ; who shall tell 
If dreams are only dreams, or something more ? 

Who lights the depths of sleep with any flame ? 

And now that voice was silent ; so I thought 

It is no voice at all that I have heard ; 
And now the wind and rain together wrought 

Wild sounds, and sweet, wherewith the night was stirred. 
The hours bore on their dark and destined course ; 
Glad hearts and sad hearts slumbered, and the source 
Of joy flowed on unnoticed, and the force 

Of grief was felt not ; but my heart recurred 
To that strange voice, whose tones the wind had caught 
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Then, as I sat and pondered, suddenly 

In exultation woke again that voice ; 
It cried, " Rise up, go forth, for verily 

Thy love, she waits to clasp thee ! hope decoys. 
And men grow sick of hope, but this is truth ; 
Thy kiss shall warm anew her cold sweet mouth ; 
She left thee, but she kept with thee her troth, 

And now she comes from very far to thee. 
And brings thee back with increase all thy joys." 

Stung by those words, I could but count as vain, 

I flung the door back as in last disproof, 
And there withal rushed in the wind and rain 

And there I saw the bleak night's starless roof. 
And there and then I heard a voice divine. 
And there two cold sweet hands took hold of mine, 
And there a stormy star shone out for sign ; 

But all things were accomplished. " Oh, my Love, 
Meet we so even in my dreams again I" 

I brought her in, and hardly could believe 
For joy what was ; I know I could not speak, 

I know I wept, yet not as those who grieve, 
I know her breath and lips were on my cheek. 
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I know I could not for a little space 
Lift up my eyes and look upon her &ce ; 
I know at last we met in wild embrace, 

I know I felt her lips to my Ups cleave, 
And how I fell by joy's excess made weak ; 

And how my hands were fain her hair to stroke, 
Soft hair and bright, and how she bowed, and said- 

And these, I think, were the first words she spoke — 
" Oh, Love, lay back upon my breast thy head. 

Great love alone is changeless amid change ; 

Love hath the entire universe to range, 

And hearts that love even death cannot estrange." 
At that word, — death, afiresh the old wounds bled ; 

I turned to clasp her once again, and woke. 

And long I pondered on the dream gone by, 

As( men will ponder on an ancient scroll 
That holds the key to some great mystery, 

Whose hidden meaning they would fain unrolL 
Then said a voice imto me, without sound, 
" So may the hope, long sought and never found. 
Come when the last great darkness closes round — 

Come, and be apprehended by thy soul, 
That thou mayst say, * So meet we, she and L' " 
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TO CICELY NARNEY MARSTON. 



A brother's tribute. 



What were I, dear, without thee ? Let me look 

Back on my earliest days, to-night, as he 
Who, having thoroughly read through some book. 

Re-reads the opening pages lovingly. 
In days when we were children, who but I 

Should know how thy soul turned from tender things, 
How thy girFs heart would girlish joys put by, 

To share the boy's uncouth imaginings ? 

If then those days were sweet, who more than thou, 
Made them so fair, blendiDg thy life with mine ? 

What books we read together, then, as now ! — 
Books that boys love, full of sea-winds and brine ; 
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Do you remember that pet place of ours 
We called our haunt ? Not beautiful it was^ 

Not musical with birds, nor gay with flowers, 
But from it we could watch the mad trains pass. 



Whirling to places that we knew not of. 

Some vision in its smoke we must have seen ; 
Heard music in its voice, now shrill, now rough. 

Or, there, our wanderings not so oft had been. 
Oh ! days wherein all songs of birds were sweet, — 

The birds that mock us now with boisterous mirth ; 
Days when we laughed for joy of summer-heat, 

Nor laughed less well when snow made white the earth ! 

Ah ! precious days we knew not how to prize ! 

If they were slighted then, 'tis now their turn 
To slight, and look from sad, reproachful eyes ; 

To whisper with white lips, — " In vain you yearn ; 
You longed for other days, and they are come ; 

Now, you look back ; so, Dives, deep in Hell, 
In torture looked at Lazarus, where, at home. 

He lay in Abraham's broad bosom. — Well, 
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"A gulf as deep is set 'twixt us and you, 

We cannot give you back the dream, the peace." 
Alas ! we know their cruel words are true ; 

We never can re-capture one of these. 
Did we not share our sorrows and our joys 

In later years, when we awoke, to find 
Passion and sorrow in the deep sea's voice, 

A mighty mystery saddening all the wind ? 

Have we not loved the sea together, dear ? 

Not as they love who come one hour a day, 
To breathe its life, and then come not too near,' 

Lest the waves take them in the fiice with spray ; 
But, when the July sun through waste blue skies, 

Declared the summer in her majesty ; 
When no sweet air, like a divine surprise. 

Came up from the scarce-stirring, breathing sea. 

Yea, when the heat a fiery scourge became. 
And myriad shafts of sunlight charged the main. 

In all that soundless violence of flame 

That made the shore one charred and smoking plain, 
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We did not &il at all ! our eyes could pierce 

Between the blinding air and steaming beach, 
To where, weighed on by summer, fair and fierce, 
, The sea lay tranced in bliss too deep for speech. 

Oh, silent glory of the summer day ! 

How, then, we watched with glad and indolent eyes 
The white-sailed ships dream on their shining way, 

Till, fading, they were mingled with the skies. 
Have we not watched her, too, on nights that steep 

The soul in peace of moonlight, softly move 
As a most passionate maiden, who in sleep 

Laughs low, and tosses in a dream of love ? 

And when the heat broke up, and in its place. 

Came the strong, shouting days and nights, that run, 
All white with stars, across the labouring ways 

Of billows warm with storm, instead of sun. 
In gray and desolate twilights, when no feet 

Save ours might dare the shore, did we not come 
Through winds that all in vain against us beat 

Until we had the warm sweet-smelling foam 
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Full in our faces, and the frantic wind 

Shrieked round us, and our cheeks grew numb, then 
warm, 
Until we felt our souls, no more confined, 

Mix with the waves, and strain against the storm ? 
Oh ! the immense, illimitable delight 

It is, to stand by some tempestuous bay. 
What time the great sea waxes warm and white. 

And beats and blinds the following wind with spray ! 

* 

Have we not loved our France together ? yea, 

More than our northern mother, be it said, 
For there, oh, fuller is the life of Day, 

And all the earth seems sweeter to our tread : 
We always grieved to leave her, always laughed 

For mere delight to see her face once more. 
Tasting as wine the stainless airs that waft 

The sea-scents to the odours of the shore. 

And we together have seen Italy, 

In kingly Genoa our steps have strayed, 

And wandered by the famed and tideless sea ; 
Through Florence, in all loveliness arrayed, 

12 
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Pure as a virgin, regal as a queen, 

Made great by many memories — a place 

To see and die, contented having seen ! 

Have we not worshipped her ? Oh, nights and days ! 

Unlike our English nights and days, for there 

Each day's a sumptuous summer, and each night 
A large and passionate caress of air, 

And Heaven grows one with Florence in God's sight ! 
And Venice we shall not forget, I deem ; 

Ah me ! the night we gained her, and you said, 
" Weird as a city vision'd in a dream !" 

The winding watery streets before us spread ; 

On either side we saw the houses stand 

Mystic and dark ! Of them I yearned to sing ; 
You said, " They seem built by no mortal hand, 

Yet wear a look of human suffering 1" 
And then I knew my song might not avail 

More than those words to compass ; and that we. 
When most remember'd things with Time turn palej 

Should catch those houses rising from the sea ! 
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Oh, in what things have we not been as one ? 

Oh, more than any sister ever was 
To any brother ! Ere my days be done, 

And this my little strength of singing pass, 
I would these failing lines of mine might show 

All thou hast been, as well as all thou art. 
And yet what need ? for all who meet thee, know 

Thy queenliness of intellect and heart. 

Oh, dear companion in the land of thought, 

How often hast thou led me by thy voice. 
Through paths where men not all in vain have sought 

For consolation, when their cherished joys 
Lie dead before them, never more to rise, 

And sing their souls to sleep, or in some place, 
Busy with all life's work, with sudden eyes 

To flash upon them, till a rapturous space 

Their souls yearn up, and lo ! the lover sees 
His lady's face, where folded in love's calm 

She waits ^t sunset 'neath her garden trees, 

Till they stand mouth to mouth, and palm to palm. 

12 — 2 
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Now ebbs my song from thee, but as a waif 
The tide, receding, leaves upon the beach, 

So, even this, my song's retreating wave, 

Leaves my soul nearer thine. Oh ! poor vain speech 

That foils so sadly when the heart o'erflows ! 

Yet love me, dear, a little, for love's sake. 
Shine thou upon my spirit till it grows 

Not all imlovely. If my life could take 
Colour from thy life, I might learn to live. 

With no joy come to fruit ; perceiving this. 
It is not what we take, but what we give. 

That brings the peace more durable than bliss. 

Bear with me, dear, a little longer yet ; 

Forsake me not, if I forsaken stand. 
Remember me ! when others shall forget ; 

Thy love to me is as thy precious hand 
Might be upon my forehead if it burned 

In Hell, of some last fever ; hold me fast, 
Oh thou to whom in joy's frill noon I turned 

As now I turn, the glory being past 

THE END. 
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Handsomely lialf-bound, India Proofs, Royal folio, Ci° ; Large 

Faper copies. Artists' India Proofs, Elephant folio, Cia. 

A Dacriplive Pamphlet will bt unt ttpon application. 
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4 BOOKS PUBttSBBD 87 CHATTO &■ WINDUS. 
COHPAMioN TO THi " History of StcNBOARDS." 

Advertising, A History of, from the 

Eulieit Times. lllnstnited by Anecdotes, Cniions Spedmais, 
Biographical Notes, and Examples of Saccessfiil Advettisecs. Bj 
Hensy Sampson. Crown 8vo, with Coloured FroDdsiaeoe and 
namerons Illnsliaiions, cloth extra, gilt, 1i. fid. 

Amusing Poetry. A Selection of Humor- 

ODt Verse from all the Best Writers. Edited, with a Prebce, b; 
Shirley Brooks. A New Edition, in fcip. 8n>, d<^ extra, ^t, 
and gilt edges, y. 6tL 

Anacreon. Translated by Thomas Moore, 

and Illustrated by the Enquisile Designs of GirOdet. Bound in 
Etnucan gold and blue, 123. bd. 

Army Lists of the Roundheads and 

Oavallers in the Civil War, (842. Second Edition, Cor- 
rected and coDsiderablr Enlarged. Edited, with Notes and full 
Indei, bf Edward Peacock, F.S.A. 4to, hf.-Roxbnighe, ^s. W, 
Uniform with Mr. Ruskin's Edition oy "Grimm." 

Bechstein's As Pretty as Seven, and 

other Popnlar Ger- 
man Stories. Col- 
lected by LuDwiG 
Bechstrin. With 
Additional Tales 
by the Brothers 
Gkimm. 100 II- 

lusts. by RiCHTER. 

Small 4to, green 

and gold, 61. 6if. ; 

t| gilt edges, 7J. 6rf. 






Artemus Ward, Complete. The Works 

of Charles Farrer Browne, belter known as Artemus Ward 
now firet collected. Crown 8vo, with fine Portrait, facsimile of 
buidwTiting, &c„ S40 pages, doth extra, 71. td. 

Artemus Ward's Lecture at the 

^E' ?," *"■ '^"' ""* Panorama. Edited by T. W. Rorertson 
and E. P. Kings ton. 4(0, green and gold. Tinted Illust., f>s. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY CHATTO &' WmDUS. 5 

Boccaccio's Decameron; or, Ten Days' 

En^rtamment. Nowfully transkled injo English, with Introduction 
byTHOMAS WRiGHr, Esq., M.A., F.S.A. With Porlra' ' 
Raphael, and STOTf""''^" ~ 
extra gilt, ^s. 6d. 



s Ten Copper-plates. Crowu Svo, 1 



Booksellers, A History of. Full Accounts 

!^^,t D ^*-^'''''"t'"l,?'°"*** ""'* "'*''■ Founders, both in London 
greatest Works. By Harry Curwen. Crown 8vo, over 500 pa^lL 
with frontispiece and numerous Portraits and Illustrations, cloth ewra" 




lhe^"°h"'"'*^°'^ is unqueslionibl). imusinp. Ilt-slimd. indted, must be 



Book of Hall-Marks ; or, Manual of 

Reference for the Goldsmith and Silversmith. By Alfred Lut- 
SCKAUNiG, Managerof the Liverpool Assay Office. Crown Svo, with 
46 Plates of the Hall-Marks of the dilTerent Assay Towns of the 
United Kingdom, as now stamped on Plate and Jewellery, 7/, 6rf, 

;" Tkii iBorli tivii fraclical millu>d,M l„li«i llu o^alily. /geld and liltm', 
II vei cimtiUdiy Ikt aul/ur/sr All (raiH mt, aid as a Sufflinmil te ••Qhaffttt." 
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6 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY CHATTO &• WINDUS. 

Boudoir Ballads: Vers de Soci6t6. By 

J. AsHBY Sterry. Crown 8vo, doth extra, gilt, and gilt edges, 
6 J. \In preparation. 

Bret Harte's Complete Works, in Prose 

and Poetry. Now First Collected. With Introductory Essay by J. 
M. Bellew, Portrait of the Author, and 50 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, 650 pages, cloth extra, *js, 6d, 

Brewster's (Sir David) More Worlds 

than One, the Greed of the Philosopher and the Hope 
of the Christian. A New Edition, in small crown 8vo, cloth, 
extra gilt, with full-page Astronomical Plates, uniform with Faraday's 
** Chemical History of a Candle." 4J. 6d, 

Brewster's (Sir D.) Martyrs of Science. 

New Edition, small cr. 8vo, cloth, extra gilt, with full-page Por- 
traits, uniform with Faraday's ** Various Forces of Nature. 4J. 6d, 

Bright's (Rt. Hon. J., M.P.) Speeches 

on Public Aflfairs of the last Twenty Years. Collated with the 
best Public Reports. Royal i6mo, 370 pages, cloth extra, is, 

GOLMAN'S HI7M0B0XJS WOBES~ 

Broad Grins. My Nightgown and Slippers, 

and other Humorous Works, Prose and Poetical, of Georgb Col- 
Mi^N the Younger. Now first collected, with Life and Anecdotes of 
the Author, by George B. Buckstone. With Frontispiece by 
Hogarth. Crown 8vo, 500 pp., ^s, 6d, 

Broad stone Hall, and other Poems. By 

W. E. WiNDUS. With 40 Illustrations by ALFRED Concanen. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 5^. 

NEW BOOK FOB BOYS. 

Conquest of the Sea: A History of 

Divers and Diving, from the Earliest Times to the Present Day. 
By Henry Siebe. Profusely Illustrated with fine Wood Engravings. 
Small crown 8vo, cloth extra, 4^. 6d, 

"We have perused this volume, full of quaint information, with delight Mr. 
Siebe has bestowed much pains on his work ; he writes with enthusiasm and fulness 
of knowledge." — £cAo. 

" ReaHy mteresting alike to youths afid to grown-up people."— ^Tr^/nwaff. 

"Equally interesting to the general and to the scientific x«ader."~Jlf«r»/«^ 
Advertiser, 

U &• 75. PICCADILLY, LONDON, W. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY CHATTO 6- WINDUS, 7 
MISS BHADDON'S NEW NOVEL. 

Lost for Love: A Novel. By M. E. 

Braddon, Author of "Lady Audley's Secret," &c. Now ready, 
in 3 vols., crown 8vo, at all Libraries, and at the Booksellers. 

"One of the best novels lately produced. In several important respects, it 
appears to us. Miss Braddon's recent works deserve the highest commendation." — 
Illustrated London News. 

*'We may confidently predict for it a warm welcome from Miss Braddon's 
numerous admirers." — Graphic. 

" ' Lost for* Loye' must be placed high among Miss Braddon's novels. 1% lias a 
quiet power, which makes it attractive in a high degree." — Scotsman. 

*' Unaffected, simple, and easily written, it will disappoint Miss Braddon's early 
admirers, and please that which we hope is a wider public.*' — Athentextm. 

Byron's (Lord) Letters and Journals, 

with Notices of his Life. By Thomas Moore. A Reprint of the 

Original Edition, newlyrevised, complete in a thick volume of io6opp'., 

with Twelve full-page Plates. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, "js.hd, 

''We have read this book with the greatest pleasure. Considered merely as a 
composition, it deserves to be classed among the best specimens of English prose 
which our age has produced. It contains, indeed, no single passage equal to two 
or three which we could select from the Life of Sheridan ; out, as a whole, it is 
immeasurably superior to that work. The style is agreeable, clear,, and manly, 
and, when it rises into eloquence, rises without effort or ostentation. Nor is the 
matter inferior to the manner. It would be difficult to name a book which exhibits 
more kindness, fairness, and modesty. It has evidently been written, not for the 
purpose of showing — what, however, it often shows-— how well its author can write, 
but for the purpose of vindicating^, as far as truth will permit, the memory of a cele- 
brated man who can no longer vindicate himself. Mr. Moore never thrusts' himself 
between Lord Byron and the public. With the strongest temptations to egotism, 
he has said no more about himself dian the subject absolutely required. A great 
part, indeed the greater part, of these volumes consists of extracts from the Letters 
and Journals of Lord Byron ; and it is difficult to speak too highly of the skill which 
has been shown in the selection and arrangement. . . . . It is impossible, on a 
general survey ,t o deny that the task has oeen executed with great judgment and 
great humanity When we consider the life which Lord Byron had led, his petu- 
lance, his irritability, and his communicativeness, we cannot but admire the dex- 
terity with which Mr. Moore has contrived to exhibit so much of the character and 
opinions of his friend, with so little pain to the feelings of the living."— Lord 
Macaulay, in the Etjinburgh Rev iew. 

Carols of Cockayne : Vers de Soci6t6 

descriptive of London Life. By Henry S. Leigh. Third Edition. 
With numerous Illustrations by Alfred Concanen. Grown 8vo, 
cloth extra, gilt, 5^. 

Carlyle (T.) on the Choice of Books. 

With New Life and Anecdotes. Brown cloth, uniform with the 
2j. EpmoN OF HIS Works, u. td. 

Celebrated ClaimantSi Ancient and 

Modem. Being the Histories of all the most celebrated Pretenders 
and Claimants from Perkin Warbeck to Arthur Orton. Fcap. 
Svo, 350 pages, illustrated boards, price zs, 
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BOOKS PUBLISHEV BY CHATTO £-• IVINDUS. 



\ OOLLINS'S NEW HOTEL. 

The Law and the Lady: A Novel. By 

WiLKiE Collins, Aathor of " Tie Woman in White." 3 vols.,- 
crown 8vo, 31J. (xi. \Shgrtly. 

Christmas Carols and Ballads. Selected 



Cruikshank's Comic Almanack. 

Complete in Two Sehies ; the First from 1835 to 1843 ; the 
Second from 1844. lo 1S53. A Gathering of the Eest Huhouk 
of Thackekay, Hood, 7Iavhew, Albert Smith, A'Bkckett, 
Robert Brough, &c. With z,ooo Woodcuts and Steel Engravings 
by Cruikshank, Hine, Lan dells, !:c. Crown 8»o, cloth gilt, 
two very thick volumes, 1 51. ; or, separately, 7/. 6rf. per voluu 



,• Tlu"Cem 



tdta nf Iht " Comic 



:^Ma«_.... ^ _.._ , .^. 

nimilabU urtisl at am^f hU fiK€it.iHtsl (XaKuUrii 
UKffver a fitriod e/ ttiatttiA ytart,Jrgm 1835 Ig tBjj, it 
^sl period of hit nVtitlk c^rter^ and ihjyiv ih4 VAried tx 
-^■-' "- ■-il,^s/Fl,tlSlr,,l,Jlrsl ana 



mid til leading allraclil 



'u nsmbiri far 1839 ai. 




THE BEST GUIDB TO HERAIJIRT. 

Cussans' Handbook of 

Heraldry; with Instructions for Tracing 
Pedigrees and Deciphering AncientMSS.; 
also. Rules for the Appointment of Liveries, 
&c., &c. By John E. Cussams. Illua- 
Iraled with 360 Plates and Woodcuts. 
Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt and emblazoned, 
7r. (xi. 

• Thii volumt, iiavtifaHy frinltd m iiTHtdfattr. 
' mljf lii ordinary matltr ta it /runa 
-'■ ' ' ■ yory.htl tnit- 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY ClIATTO <&• WINDUS. 9 
HEW AlTD IMPORTANT WORK. 

Cyclopaedia of Oostume ; or, A Dic- 
tionary of Dtess, Regal, Ecclesiastical, Civil, and Military, fiam 
th« Earliest Period in England to the reign of George the Third. 
Including Notices of Contemporaneous Fashions on the Continent, 
and preiSded by a General History of the Costume of the Principal 
Countries of Europe. By J. R. PLANCHfi, F.S.A., Somerset Herald. 
TAiiwark taiii it tubiiihtd in Tmnty-fintr MmViIj Parti.quarta, al Fivi 
ShUliiiei.trafttiily illsslratid by Plata and Wood Earriivaiii : icilk tack Part 
aUl ^itaMtudai*UtididCi>li!undPlaU,fr»maH trigiHalPaiilMorlUu- 
tHinatioii,>!fIliyaI and NaitPiri<maeet. and NatiimalCBHuBit, both ftrtign ami 
immtk. Tkt First Part is juilnady. 

IN callecling nuUruls Tor i Hiiloi? of Cettune of 
more impottaiieethiin the litile handbook which has 
met with so much favour as an elemcnuiy work, I was 
noi nnlv made awate of my own deficienciej, but lur- 
find how much more vague are (he explana- 



I. and roll bewildeted h]r the mass of 

My yean which have ehipscd Bnee the 
publicalLon of Ibe first edilion of my " Hiuoty of British 
Costume" in Ihe "Library of EnMrtainiiiB Know- 
ledge," archteolDgical bvestigation hu received such 
an unpeius b^ the esublishment of meli0|ioliliui and 
Ibu a Bood 




b^ the esublishment of meli0|ioliliui 
r rEnpautlc anliqnarian locietiei, lb— - ■ 

°mb'SdKfe.''™'ni5""'"^ """^ '"'Jy-- ''^' 
to doubt, if we cannot (bid facts to autl- 
""-— the former greatly preponden 






■cknowLcdgmeni to make afler auiduously devollDC 
.. - i-^---- ->fhalf my life to thepunuitof infbnoatioa 

. -, feel that nbete I canool in- 
ilynotmisl«d,tuid that the reader 



^ quoted wiA', either here or on Ihe Continent 

It this work appears in a B^oisarial Ibrmaiisei from Ihe desire of manyartiiti, 
lave uprcsied to m* the difficulty they comtanlly meel with in their en- 
ws to ascertiiin the complete fotm of I gaiment, or the exact mode of fastening 
amcceof armour, or bucttUng of a belt, from their study of a sepulchral effier or 
a figure in an iUuminationi the attitude of the personages represented, orthefipo- 
sitioD of other portions of their attir^ effectually preventmg the reokiisile eiraminuiDn. 
The books supplying any such information are veryfew, and the best confined to 
armour or ecdeuasticdcoslume. The only English publication of Ihe kind required, 
that 1 am awareof, is the late Mr. Fairhoh's '%itume in England " (8vo, London, 
1S46), the last two humlred pages of which contain a glossary, the most valuable 
portion whereof are the quoBlions from oldplayi, medueval romance^ and satidcil 
balkds, containing allusions to various articles of attire in fashion at Ihe time of 

it has lieen thought thai a more comprehensive work on the suWect than has yet 
issued from the £igliih press, combining the pith of the information of many cully 
foreign publicaiions, and, in its illuslraiions, kee|rii« in view the special lequire- 
ment of the anlK, 10 which I have alluded, would be, in these days of educaDon'al 
progress and critical inquiry, a welcome addition to, Ihe library of an English 
gentleman J. R. PLANCH£. 
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10 BOOKS PUBLISHED ^Y CHATTO <Sr- WINDUS. 

Cussans' History of Hertfordshire. 

A Coanty History, got up in a very superior manner, and ranging 
with the finest works of its dass. By John E. Cussans. Illus- 
trated with full-page Plates on Copper and Stone, and a profusion 
of small Woodcuts. Parts I. to VIIL are now ready, price 2is. 
each. i 

•«• An eniirtly new History of this tmportant County, great attention being 
given to all ntatters j^ertaining to Family History. 

Dickens' Life and Speeciies. By, 

Theodore Taylor. In One Volume, i6mo, cloth extra, is. 6d. 



"DON QUIXOTE" IN THE ORIGINAL SPANISH. 

El Ingenioso Hidalgo Don Quijote de 

la Mancha. Nueva Edicion, corrida y revisada. Por Miguel 
DE Cervantes Saavedra. Complete in one volume, post 8vo, 
nearly 700 pages, cloth extra, price 4^. 6d. 



GIL BLAS IN SPANISH. 

Historia de Qil Bias de Santillana. 

Por Le Sage. Traducida al Gastellano por el Padre Isla. Nueva 
Edicion, corregida y revisada. Complete in One Volume. Post 
8vo, cloth extra, nearly 600 pages, price 4J-. 6d, 

Earthward Pilgrimage, from the Next 

World to that which now is. By Moncure D. Conway. Crown 
8vo, beautifully printed and bound, 7^. 6d. 

Ellis's (Mrs.) Mothers of Great Men. 

A New Edition, with Illustrations by Valentine W. Bromley. 
Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, over 500 pages, 6s. 

** Mrs. Ellis Relieves, as most of us do, that the character of the mother goes a 
long way ; and, in illustration of this doctrine, she has given us several lives written 
in her charming, yet earnest, style. We especially commend the life of Byron's 
and Napoleon's mothers. . . . The volume has some solid merits." — £cAo, 

"This is a book which ought to be in the libraries of all who interest themselves 
in the education of women.**— Victoria Magasihe. 

" An extremely agreeable and readable book and its value is not a little 

enhanced by Mr. Bromley's iilustnLdons."-^/llustrated Dramatic News. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY CHATTO &■ WINDUS. it 

Emanuel on Diamonds and Precious 

stones ; Tbeir Histoiy, Value, and Properties ; vick Simple 
Testa torascertaining their Reality. By Harry Emanuel, F.R.G.S. 
Wilh numerous Illustrations, Tinted and Plain. A New Edition, 
Crown Sto, cloth extra, gilt, 6j. 

Edgar Allan Poe's Prose and Poetical 

Wo ks n nd ng Addi n Tales and h Gd Cnt al Essays. 




English Surnames: Their Sources and 

SigniRcations. By Charles Wareing Bardslsy, M.A. Second 
Edition, revised throughout, considerably enlarged, and partially 
le-written. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, ^s. 
" Mr. Bardiley hufaJthru1I)F coiualtcd the original mediaval dacumenls and worki 
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12 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY CHATTO &' IVIJ^DUS. 

Englishman's House (The): A Practical 

GuMeto all interested in Selecting or Building a Hoosc. By C.J. 
KiCHARDSON, Archi- 
tect, Author of "Old 
English Mansions," 
&c. Third Editioi 
With nearly 6oaI11u: 
tialions. Crown 8vo, 
doth extra, 7^.6./. 

Ml* inapfreiriaUly 
tmudJ'A Book 1/ 



Faraday's Chemical History of a 

Candle. Lectures delivered to a Juvenile Audience. A New 
Edition, edited byVf. Ckookes, Esq., F.C.S., &c. Crown 8vo, 
clolli extra, with all the Original Illustrations, 4J, 6rf. 

Faraday's Various Forces of Nature. 

A New Edition, edited by W. Crookes, Esq., F.C.S., &c Crown 
8vo, cloth exira, with all the Original Illustrations, 4/. 6J. 
FATHER PROUT'S BEMAINS. 

Final Reliques of Father Prout. Col- 
lected and Ediled, from MSS. supplied by the Family of the Rev. 

Francis Makoney, by Blanckard Jerrolo. [In preparalUin. 



and out of Lon- 

of Tom, Jerry, and Logic. By 



Finish to Life 

don ; or, The Final Advei . , , . 

PlERCB ECAN. Royal 8vo, cloth extra, with Spirited Coloai 

Illustrations by Cruikshank, 2u. 

Flagellation and the Flagellants. — A 

History of Ihe Rod in all Countries, from the Earliest Period to 
the Present Time. Bythe Rev. W. Cooper, B.A. Third Edition, 
revised and corrected, with numerous Illustrations. Thick crown 
8vo, doth extra, gilt, 13/. 6d. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY CHATTO ^ M'INDUS. 13 

Fools' Paradise; with the Many Wonder- 
ful Adventures there, as seen in the strange, surprising Peep-Show of 
Professor Wolley Cobble Crown 410 with nearly 350 very funny 
Coloured Pictures 1 th ei ra gi 7 &/ 



RUSKIN ANI> CROISSHAHi:. 

German Popular Stories. Collected by 

the Brothers Grimm, and Translated by Edgar Tavlor. Edited, 
with an Introduction, by JOHN R(;SKIN. With 22 Illustrations afler 
the inimitable designs of George Cruikshank. Both Series 
complete. Square crown Svo, 61. bd.\ gilt leaves, "js, dd. 
"The illuatj^lioiiBDf this volume . . , . areof quite KlerlLneand admiraUc arti 
in a djtu predKly parallel ia elevalion Co tbc characrer of the ul«s which Ihey 

■ E^menls oV Dnwi^'wcn uuii^kd'in mtmarurrTeuor touch sincTRclnbraDdt 

(in tame qualitiei aFdelineMion, unrivalled even by Imn) To maLie >ome- 

what cnlaived cauei of them, lookinr at then throiuh a marnifyine Elasi, and 
never putcSic two linei where Cnilk^aDL has put onl/one, would be an eierciie in 
decUion and leveie drawing which would leave afterwardi litik to be leiml in 
Khoo\s."—£xiracl ftvm InlroductieK *J' JOHH RUSKIN. 

Golden Treasury of Thought. The Best 

Encyclopflsdia of Qoolalioos and Elegant Extracts, from Writers of 
all Times and alt Countries, ever formed- Selected and Edited Iw 
Throdokb Taylor. Crown 8ro, veij handsomely bound, cloth 
gilt, and gilt edges, •]!. hd. 
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14 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY CHATTO dr- WINDUS. 

Genial Showman ; or, Show Life in the 

New World. Adventures with Artemns Ward, and the Story of his 
Life. By E. P. Kingston. Third Edition, Crown 8vo, Illustrated 
by Brunton, cloth extra, Is. 6d, 

THE GOLDEN LIBRARY. 

Square i6mo (Tauchnitz size), cloth, extra gilt, price 2j. per voL 

Clerical Anecdotes : The Humours and 

Eccentricities of "the Cloth." 

Holmes's Autocrat of the Breakfast 

Table. With an Introduction by George Augustus Sala. 

Holmes's Professor at the Breakfast 

Table. With the Story of Iris. 

Hood's Whimsmand Oddities. Both 

Series complete in One Volume, with all the original Illustrations. 

Lamb's Essays of Ella. Both Series com- 
plete in One Volume. 

Leigh Hunt's Essays: A Tale for a Chim- 
ney Corner, and other Pieces. With Portrait, and Introduction by 
Edmund Ollier. 

Shelley^s Early Poems: Queen Mab,&c. 

Reprinted from the Author's Original Editions. With Essay by 
Leigh Hunt. (First Series of his Works.) 

Shelley's Later Poems : Laon and Cythna, 

the Cenci, and other Pieces. Reprinted from the Author's Original 
Editions. With an Introductory Essay. (SecondSeriesof his Works.) 

Shelley's Miscellaneous Poems and 

Prose Works. The Third and Fourth Series, These Two Volumes 
will include the Posthumous Poems, published by Mrs. Shelley 
in 1824; the Shelley Papers, published in 1833; the Six Weeks' 
Tour (1816) ; the Notes to "Queen Mab," &c. ; the Marlow and 
Dublin Pamphlets ; ** The Wandering Jew," a Poem ; and the two 
Novels, ** Zastrozzi ** and ** St. Irvyne." The three last now first 
included in any edition of Shelley. 
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BOOKS PUBLISHED BY CHATTO A* WINDUS. IS 

Great Conde (The), and the Period of 

the Fronde : An Historical Sketch. By Walter FiTzPATRtCK. 
Second Edition, in 2 vols. Svo, cloth extra, 15^. 

Greenwood's (James) Wilds of 

London : Being Descriptive Sketches, from (he Personal Observa- 
tions and Experiences of the Writer, of Remarkable Scenes, People, 
. and Places in London. By James Greenwood, the " Lambeth 
Casual." With Twelve full-page Illustrations by Alfred Con- 
CANEN. Crown Bvo, cloth extra, gilt, 71. kd. 

Hall's (Mrs. S. C.) Sketches of Irish 

Character. "Wooino and Wedding," "Jack the Shrimp," 
"Pe'cer the Prophet," "Good and Bad Spirits," "Mabel 
O'Neil's Curse," Sic , S:c With numerous Illustrations onSteel 
and Wood, by Daniel Maclise, R A , Sir John Gilbbrt,JW. 
Harvey, and G Cruikshank Svo, pp 450, cloth extra, •}!. 6d. 




and picturesque and 
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i6 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY CHATTO &• WINDUS. 
THE MOST COKPLETE HOOABTH ETEB PUSUSHED. 

Hogarth's Works : with Life and Anecdotal 

Descriptions of the Piclnres, by John Ireland and John Nichols. 
The Work inclades l6o Engravings, tednced in exact racsimile of 
tte Oripnal Plates, specimens of whieh have now become very 
scarce. The whole in Three Series, 8vo, cloth, gilt, 2M. dd.; or, 
separately, "}!. fsd. per volume. Each Serifs is Complete io itself. ' 




cheapul edjuon a 

The ed^l7ltic 
Art Journal. 



. . . V«T 

, ...e Ihrefl handsome voliini 

I libraTy wilt tie ami^y repaid by the i 

reduced in tiie, Cut ve[ IrulhfuHy teprcduced. The best and 
logarth'scompleleworksyetbtoughi forward. "—B»iWii«-A'™u. 
resdng volumes, imponant and valuable additions lo Ihelibtary. 



LhausLible ctianns of 



Hogarth's Five Days' Frolic; or, Pere- 
grinations by Land and Water. Illustrated with Tinted Drawings, 
made by Hogarth and Scott during the Journey. 4to, beautifully 
printed, cloth, extra | *'" 



lar, fich 



^rtf Ent^ishlimtt 
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Hogg's Jacobite Relics of Scotland : 

Being the Songs, Aiis, and Legends of tbe Adherents lo the House 
of Stuart. Collected and Illuairaied by James Hogg. In 2 vols. 
Vol. I., a Facsimile of the original Edition ; Vol. II., the origiHol 
Edition. SvQ, cloth, aSi. 

Haunted ; or. Tales of the Weirdand Won- 
derful. A new and entirely original series of Ghost Stories, by ' 
Francis E. Stainforth. Post bvo, illu.1t. bds., 11. [Nearly ready. 

Hawthorne's English and American 

Note Books. Ediled, wiih an Introduction, by Moncurb D. 
Conway. Royal i6mo, paper cover, 1/.; in doth, it. dd. 

Hone's Scrap-Books : The Miscellaneous 

Writings of William Hone. Author of "The Table-Book," 
" " " "^ook," and the " " — ■"--'- "'--- ^ > ■- 

se works. Now f 

Illustrations of ci 

8vO, cloth extra. ___^ [Prep aring. 

MB. HORNE'3 EPIC. 

Orion; An Epic Poem, in Three Books. 

By Richard IIengist Horne. With Photographic Portrait- 
Frontispiece. Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 7j, 
" Orion will be admitted, by evety imo af genius, lo be one of the nobleal, it not 
the Teiy noblest ppeiica] work of the sge. Its defects ate trivial and caaveDtionaL. 

Hunt's (Robert) r~, 

Drolls of Old Cornwall ; or, '^^G.^-ci^a 

Popular Romances of the ^^ri^. tJst- *^*^^ 
West OF Enoland. With 11-,^ (^^^ >"/^ "-"V^ 7 
lustrations by Georce Cruik-Vj^ ^ ^^^V ■*- 
SHANK. Crovm Svo, cloth extra, fr&~ ' 

•^ '■ Mr. Hunt's chiinning booV of N' '^■Jf'"^^ \^-^'> 
llie Drolls and Sloriei of the West of *^ ^— J ^ 
Engl Mld."— Jjf »>-.<ay Riviea,. ^ 

Irish Guide. — How to Spend a Month 

in Ireland. Being a complete Guide to the Country, with au 
Appendix containing information as to the Fares between the Prin- 
cipal Towns in England and Ireland, and as to Tourist Arrangements 
for the Season. With a Map and 80 Illustrations. By Sir CusACK 
P. RoNEY. A New Edition, Edited by Mrs. J. H. Riddell. Crowfl 
Svo, cloth enlra, price \s. W. 
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Jennings' (Hargrave) 

One of the Thirty. With curious Illus- 
trations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, icu. ftd. 

- <«; t 1 Jennings' (Hargrave) 

£%^\ '" I \ The Rosicrucians : Their Rites and 

S^ ^^ / / Mysteries. With Chapters on the 

>&J- ^ — / Ancient Fire and Serpent Worshippers 

and Exnlpnations of Myslic Symbol* in 
Monuments and Talismans of Primeval 
Philosophers, Crown 8to, 300 Illustrations, lar. bd. 

Jerrold's (Blanchard) Cent, per Cent. 

A Story Written on a Bill Stamp. A New Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 
illustrated boards, zj. 



NZW WORZ BY DOnOLAS JBBSOLD. 

Jerrold's (Douglas) The Barber's 

Ohair, and The Hedgenog Letters. Now first collected. 
Edited, with an Introduction, by his Son, Blanchard Jehrold. 
Crown 8vo, with Steel Plate Portrait from bis Bust, engraved by 
W. H. Mote, cloth extra, 71. bd. 



"No library \% compi.lt wiihoul Douglas Jcmild's Works 


ire„. no library 












"An unuuDE volume, fuU oT Douglas Jerrold's weU-ki 


















on. -Ext,mtntr, 



Jerrold's (Douglas) Brownrigg 

Papers: The Actress at the Dulte's; Baron von Boots; Chris- 
■ lopWSnubb; The Tutor Fiend and his Three Pupils; Papers of a 
Gentleman at Arms, &c. By Douglas Jerkold. Edited by his 
Son, Blanchard Jerrold, Post Svo, illustrated boards, 21. 

Kalendars of Gwynedd. ' Compiled by 

Edward Breese, F.S.A. With Notes by William Watkin 
Edward Wynne, Esq., F.S.A. Demy 410, cloth extra, aSi. 
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Lamb's (Charles) Complete Works, 

in Prose and Verse, includinE the two Series of Elia, wilh tie can- 
celled passages restored, as first printed in (he " London Magazine," 
logelher with " Satan in Search of a Wife." and other Poems and 
Humorous Pieces, now first collected. Illustrated with Two Por- 
trails. Crown 8to, cloth extra, price 7^. f}d. 

Lamb (Mary &. Charles) : Their Poems, 

Letters, and Remains. Now first collected, with Reminiscences and 
Notes, byW. Carew 
Hazlitt. With 
Hancock's Portndt 
of the Essayist, Fac- 
similes of the Title- 
pages of the rare 
First Editions of 
Lamb's and Cole- 
ridge's Works, Fac- 
simile of a Page of 
the Original MS. of 
the "Essay 00 Roast 
Pig, "and numerous II ■ 
lustrations of Lamb's 
Favourite Haunts. 
Crown 8vo, cloth ex- 
tra, lOf. td. ; Large- 
paper Copies 2ij. 



Maty L^b H 



C. H^Litthupublii 




„._J"-tr • .„. , 

1y acccfflible Uewh re h^ m u Rrvimi. 

future blograph n th Lamb Dm ^ Ntat. 

TellsiuagDoddeallhalUioteiestingand m thi g is aj new Grafiic, 

Very mmj passages will delighl lb s« " - . . 



" Mr. HailiH'i work is very 
ink him far wbai he has done. 
'■ Will be joyfully received by 



Char Lunb and his . 
valuable, and all love» of 



EliawiU 



Lee (General Edward) : His Life and 

Campaigns. By his Nephew, Edward Leb Childe. With Por- 
trait and Plans. I vol. Crown 8vo. \In prtfaratian. 
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Life in London ; or, The Day and Night 

Scenes of Jerry Hairthom and CoriDthian Tom. WiTR the 

WHOLE OF CKU IRS hank's VEKV DROLL ILLUSTRATIONS, in 

Colours, after Uie Orifiinals. Crown Svo, cloth extra, ^s. td. 

Literary Scraps. A Folio Scrap-Book of 

340 columns, with guards, for the reception at Cuttings from News- 
papers, Extracts, Miscellanea, &c In folio, half-roan, 71. bd. 

Little London Directory of 1677. The 

Oldest Printed List of the Merchants and Bankers of London Re- 

prinled from the Rare Original, with an Intioduclion by JOHS 

IJ HoTTEN. l6mo, binding after the original, 6s. dd. 



printed 




Longfellow's Prose 

Works, complete, including " Outre- 
Mer," "Hyperion," "Kavanagh," 
" Drift-wood,'' " Co the Poets and 
Poetry of Europe." With Portrait and 
Illasirations by BROMLEY. 8oo pages, 
crown Svo, cloth gilt, 71. dd. 







,d i„ IhS « 












n'lTi.: 












/"Kfr, '/ ■£' 




'■ and Iht A 


till alli. 


:li^ B/ 




thi Ens'iih /Kbiic 







Linton's (Mrs. E. Lynn) True History 

of Joshua Davidson, Christian and Communist. Sixth 
Edition, with a New Preface. Small crown Svo, cloth extra, +1. bd. 

"In a short »nd viBoroui nrefaci, Mrs. 



e Him 






1 He I 



MRS. LYNN LINTON'S NEW NOVEL. 

Patricia Kemball ; A Novel. By E. Lynn 

Linton, Author of "Liizie Lorton of Greyrigg," &c In Three 
Vols., crown Svo, price 311, &/. [Oh Nov. 15. 
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Lost Beauties oftheEnglish Language. 

An Appeal to Authors, Poets, Clergymen, and Public Speakers. 
By Charles Mackay, LL.D. Crown 8vo, cloth extra. Or. orf. 

Madre Natura versus The 

Moloch of Fashion. A Social Essay. 

By Luke Limner. With 32 Illustrations 

by the Author. Fourth Edition, revised, 

corrected, and enlarEcJ- Crown 8vo, cloth 

extra gilt, red edges, price is. ()d. 

" Bravo, Luke Umner \ lo tWi inaiise, aptl 
ably illustrated, the wdl-knoum ani^t scaihbgl 
pcaei the e-ils' of ihe present fasliions— more 
ciall/of tight-laeinff. Gjris shauld 1m made (ok 



eably wriiien and, amusingly illust 



good." — Echo> 




Magna Charta. An exact Facsimile of the 

Original Dqcumenl, preserved in the British Museum, very carefully 
drawn, and printed on fine plate paper, nearly 3 feet long by 2 feet 
wide, with the Arms and Seals of the Barons elaborately emblazoned 
in Gold and Colours. A.D. 1215. Price 51.; or, handsomely framed 
and glazed, in carved oak, of an antique pattern, Z2r. hd. 

A full Translation, with Noles, printed on a large sheet.price &/. 

AUTHOR'S CORRECTED EDITION. 

Mark Twain's Choice Works. Revised 

and Corrected throughout by the Author. Witli Life, Portrait, and 
numerous Illustrations, 700 pages, cloth extra gilt, ^!. (id. 



Mark Twain's Pleasure Trip on the 

Oontinent of Etjrope, With Frontispiece. 500 pages, illus- 
trated boards, 2s. ; or cloth extra, 2r. dd. 

Marston's (Dr. Westland) Poetical and 

Dramatic Works. A New and Collected Edition is now in pre- 
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MK. PHILIP MABSTON'S POEMS. 

Song Tide, and other Poems. By Philip 

BouRKE .Marston. SECOND EDITION. CrownSvo, cloth extra, Sj. 

" This is a first work of extraordinary performance and of still more extraordinary- 
promise. The youngest school of English poetry has received an important acces- 
sion to its ranks in Philip Bourke '^Tcnxxm"— Examiner. 

*' Mr. Marston has fairly established his claim to be heard as a poet His 

present volume is well worthy of careful perusal, as the utterance of a poetic, cul- 
tivated mind." — Standard. 

** We have spoken plainly of some defects in the poetry before us, but we have 
read much of it with interest, and even admiration."— /*«// Mail Gazette. 



All in All : Poems and Sonnets. By Philip 

Bourke Marston. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 8x. 

Mayhew's London Characters : Illus- 
trations of the Humour, Pathos, and Peculiarities of London Life. 
By Henry Mayhew, Author of ** London Labour and the London 
Poor," and other Writers. With nearly lOO graphic Illustrations 
by W. S. Gilbert, and others. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6s. 

''Well fulfils the promise of its title. . . The book is an eminently interesting 
one, and will probably attract many readers.*' — Court Circular. 

Memorials of Manchester Streets. By 

Richard Wright Procter. With an Appendix, containing 
**The Chetham Library," by James Crossley, F.S.A. ; and "Old 
Manchester and its Worthies," by James Croston, F.S. A. Demy 
8vo, cloth extra, with Photographic Frontispiece and numerous 
» Illustrations, i$s. . _^_______ 

Monumental Inscriptions of the West 

Indies, from the Earliest Date, ivith Genealogical and Historical 
Annotations, &c., from Original, Local, and other Sources. Illus- 
trative of the Histories and Genealogies of the Seventeenth Century, 
the Calendars of State Papers, Peerages, and Baronetages. With 
Engravings of the Arms of the principal Families. Chiefly collected 
on the spot by the Author, Capt. J. H. Lawrence- Archer. Demy 
4to, cloth extra, 42J. [Nearly ready. 

Muses of Mayfair: Vers de Soci6t6 of 

the Nineteenth Century. The best Society- Verses of the most 
important Writers of the last 80 years, including Tennyson, 
Browning, Swinburne, Rossetti, Jean Ingelow, Locker, 
Ingoldsby, Hood,Lytton, C. S. C, Landor, Henry S.L^gh, 
and very many others. Edited by H. Cholmondeley-Pennell, 
Author of ** Puck on Pegasus." ~ Beautifully printed, cloth extra gilt, 
gilt edges, uniform with ** The Golden Treasury of Thought," ^s.6d. 
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MR. O'SHAUGHNESSY'S POEMS. 

Music and Moonlight: Poems and Songs. 

By Arthur O'Shaughnessy, Author of •** An Epic of Women." 

Fcap. 8vo, cloth extra, yj. 6fl?. 

" It is difficult to say which is more exquisite, the technical perfection 0/ structure 
and melody, or the delicate pathos of thought. Mr. O'Shaughnessy will enrich our 
literature with some of the very best songs written in our generation." — Academy, 

An Epic of Women, and other Poems. 

Second Edition. Fcap. Svo, cloth extra, 6j. 

" Of the formal art of poetry he is in many senses quite a master ; his metres are 
' not only good, — they are his own, and often of an invention most felicitous as well 
as careful." — Academy. • 

Lays of France. (Founded on the " Lays 

of Marie.*') Second Edition. Crown 8yo, cloth extra, lar. (id, 

"As we have before remarked in noticing an earlier volume of his, this modern 
votary of Marie has, in imaginative power, keen intuition, and ear, a genuine claim 
to be writing poetry, as^ things go now. . . . And Mr. O'S. is also an accomplished 
master In those peculiar turns of rhythm which are designed to reproduce the 
manner of the mediaeval originals." — Saturday Review. 

Mystery of the Good Old Cause: 

Sarcastic Notices of those Members «f the Long Parliament that 
held Places, both Civil and Military, contrary to the Self-denying 
Ordinance of April 3, 1645 5 with the Sums of Money and Lands 
they divided among themselves. Small 4to, half-morocco, *js, 6d. 

Napoleon III., the Man of His Time; 

from Caricatures. Part I. The Story of the Life of Napo- 
leon IIL, as told by J. M. Haswell. Part IL The Same 
Story, as told by the Popular Caricatures of the past Thirty- 
five Years. Crown Svo, with Coloured Frontispiece and over 100 
Caricatures, 7^. 6d, 

Original Lists of Persons of Quality; 

Emigrants ; Religious Exiles ; Political Rebels ; Serving Men Sold 
for a Term of Years ; Apprentices ; Children Stolen ; Maidens 
Pressed ; and others who went from Great Britain to the American 
Plantations, 1600- 1700. With their Ages, the Localities where they 
formerly Lived in the Mother Country, Names of the Ships in 
which they embarked, and other interesting particulars. From 
MSS. preserved in the State Paper Department of Her Majesty's 
Public Record Office, England, Edited by John Camden 
HOTTEN. A very handsome volume, crown 4to, cloth gilt, 700 pages, 
38J. A few Large Paper copies have been printed, price 6af. 

74 6- 75, PICCADILLY, LONDON, JV, 



24 BOOKS PUBLISHED BY CHATTO <&• WINDUS, 

THE OLD DRAMATISTS. 

Ben Jonson's Works. With Notes, Criti- 
cal and Explanatory, and a Biographical Memoir bj William 
GiFFORD. Edited by Lieut. -CoL Francis Cunningham. Com- 
plete in 3 vols., crown 8vo, cloth extra gilt, with Portrait, price 
6j. each. 

George Chapman's Plays, Complete, from 

the Original Quartos, including those Plays in which he was only 
partly concerned. Edited by Richard Herne Shepherd. Crown 
8vo, cloth extra gilt, with Portrait Frontispiece, price dx. 



George Chapman's Poems and Minor 

Translations. Complete, including some Pieces now first printed. 
With an Essay on the Dramatic and Poetical Works of George 
Chapman, by Algernon Charles Swinburne. Crown 8vo, 
with Frontispiece, cloth extra, 6j. 



George Chapman's Translations of 

Homers Iliad and Odyssey. Edited by Richard Herne 
Shepherd. In one volume, crown 8vo, cloth extra, 6j. 

Christopher Marlowe's Works; In- 
cluding his Translations. Edited, with Notes and Introduction, 
by Lieut. -Col. F. Cunningham. Crown 8vo, cloth extra gilt, with 
Portrait, price 6j. . 

Philip Massinger's Plays. From the 

Text of Wm. Gifford. With the addition of the Tragedy of 
** Believe as You List." Edited by Lieut. -Col Francis Cunning- 
ham. Crowh 8vo, cloth extra gilt, with Portrait, price 6j. 

OLD BOOKS— FACSIMILE REPRINTS. 

Rump (The); or, An Exact Collection of 

the choicest Poems and Songs relating to the late Times, and 
continued by the most eminent Wits ; from Anno 1639 to 166 1. A 
Facsimile Reprint of the rare Original Edition (London, 1662), with 
Frontispiece and Engraved Title-page. In 2 vols., large fcap. 8vo, 
printed on antique laid paper, and bound in antique boards, 17^. 6</. 
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Facsimile 'Re.vvh^t^— continued, 

D'Urfey's ("Tom") Wit and Mirth; 

or, Pills to Purge Melancholy : Being a Collection of the 
best Merry Ballads and Songs, Old and New. Fitted to all Hu- 
mours, having each their proper Tune for either Voice or Instrument : 
most of the Songs being new set. London: Printed by W. 
Pearson, for J. Tonson, at Shakespeare's Head, over-against Cathe- 
rine Street in the Strand, 17 19. An exact reprint. In 6 vols., 
large fcap. 8vo, antique boards, edges uncut, beautifully printed 
on laid paper, made expressly for the work, £'^ 3J. 

Musarum Deliciae; or, The Muses' Re- 
creation, 1656 ; Wit Restor'd, 1658 ; and Wit's Recreations, 1640. 
The whole compared with the originals ; with all the Wood Engrav- 
ings, Plates, Memoirs, and Notes. A New Edition, in 2 vols., post 
8vo, beautifully printed on antique laid paper, and bound in antique 
boards, 21s, 

English Rogue (The), described in the 

Life of Meriton Latroon, and other Extravagants, comprehending 
the most Eminent Cheats of both Sexes. By Richard Head and 
Francis Kirkman. A Facsimile Reprint of the rare Original Edition 
(1665-1672), with Frontispiece, Facsimiles of the 12 copper plates, 
and Portraits of the Authors. In 4 volumes, large foolscap 8vo, 
beautifully printed on antique laid paper, made expressly, and bound 
in antique boards, 36^. 

Ireland Forgeries. — Confessions of 

William-Henry Ireland. Containing the Particulars of his 
Fabrication of the Shakspeare Manuscripts ; together with Anecdotes 
and Opinions (hitherto unpublished) of many Distinguished Persons 
in the Literary, Political, and Theatrical World. A Facsimile 
Reprint from the Original Edition, with several additional Fac- 
similes. Fcap. 8vo, printed . on antique laid paper, and bound in 
antique boards, los. 6d.; a few Large Paper copies, at 21s. 

Grose's Dictionary of the Vulgar 

Tongue. 1785. An unmutilated Reprint of the First Edition. 
Quarto, bound in half-Roxburghe, gilt top, price Ss, 

Joe Miller's Jests: the politest Repartees, 

most elegant Bon-Mots, and most pleasing short Stories in tha 
English Language. London: printed by T. Read, 1739. A Fac- 
simile of the Original Edition. 8vo, half-morocco, gs. 6d, 
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Old Prose Stories whence Tennyson's 

'< Idylls of the King" were taken. Bj B. M. Ranking. Royal 
i6mo, paper cover, u. ; cloth extra, u. 6</. 

OLD SHBEABByS WORKS. 

Forest and Field : Life and Adventure in 

Wild Africa. By the Old Shekarry. With Eight Ulustrations. 
Crown Svo, cloth extra, gilt, dr. 



Wrinkles ; or, Hints to Sportsmen and 

Travellers upon Dress, Equipment, Armament, and Camp Life. 
By the Old Shekarry. A New Edition, with Illustrations. Small 
crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 6j. 



OUIDA'S NOVELS. 

Uniform Edition, each Complete in One Volume, crown 8vo, red 

cloth extra, price 5^. each. 



Folle Farlne. 
Idalia : A Romance. 
Chandos : A Novel. 
Under Two Flags. 
Cecil Castlemaine's 

Gage; 
Tricotrin : The Story of a 

Waif and Stray. 

Pascarel : Only a Story. 



Held In Bondage; or, 

Granville de Vigne. 
Puck : His Vicissitudes, 
Adventures, &c. 

A Dog of Flanders, and 

other Stories. 

Strathmore ; or, Wrought 

by his Own Hand. 

Two Litttle Wooden 

Shoes. 



Parochial History of the County of 

Cornwall. Compiled from the best Authorities, and corrected and 
improved from actual Survey. 4 vols. 4to, cloth extra, ;£'3 y. the 
set ; or, separately, the first three volumes, idr. each ; the fourth 
volume, lis. 

Plain English. By John Hollingshead, 

of the Gaiety Theatre. Crown 8vo, illust. cover, u. {Preparing^ 
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Private Book of Useful Alloys and 

Memoranda for Qoldsmiths and Jewellers. Sy James E. 
Collins, C.E. Roy^ i6qio, 3/. dd. 

Seventh Edition of 

Puck on Pegasus. By H.Cholmondeley- 

Pennell. Profusely iUustrated by Ihc late John Leech, H, K. 
Brownk, Sir Noel Paton, John Millais, John Tenniel, 
Richard Dovle, Miss Ellen Edwards, and other artists. A 
New Edition (the Seventh), crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, price 5^,5 
or gilt edges, 6j. 

" The beak is clever and smusinK, ngoTDUs snil h'ai'iky."— Saturday Emm. ' 

"Th« epigrammalic drollery q( Mr, Cholmondeley-PenneLL's' Puck on Pegasus* 

[s well known 10 many of our readers. , . . The present //Ac luMy is. a superb 



"Ah Awfully Jol 

Puniana: Thoughts 

Wise and Otherwise. By the 
Hon. Hugh Rowley. Best 
Book of Riddles and Funs 
ever formed. Wilhntarly 100 
exquisitely Fandful Drawings. 
Contains nearly 3000 of the 
best Riddles, and 10,000 most 
outrageous Puns, and is one of 
the most Popular Books eier 
issued. New Edition, small 
quarto, green and gold, gilt 
edges, price 6j. 



yoiiDg holiday people, it would be good policy 
t'v wsvUmznii.— Saturday Htvifw. 




prpacbable and ] 

fl ^voutile. We should suggest Ihat, 

and dole It out I 

jAlBO, 

MorePuhiana. By the Hon. Hugh Rowley. 

Containing nearly 100 beautifully executed Drawings, and a splendid 
Collection of Riddles and Puns, rivalling those in the First Volume. 
Small 410, green and gold, gilt edges, uniform with the First 
Series, price 61, 
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CoMPANioNTO"Ci/ssANs' Heraldry." 

Pursuivant of Arms (The); 

or, Heraldry founded upon Facts. A 
Fopulai Guide to the Science of Heralded, 
By J. R. Planch^, Esq., F.S.A., 
Somerset HeralJ. To which are added. 
Essays on the Badges of the Houses or 
Lancaster and York. A New Edition, 
cnlai^ed and revised by the Author, illus- 
trated with Coloured Frontispiece, five 
Aill page Pla.tes, and about zoo Illustra- 
tions Crown 8vo, beButifuIIy bound in 
cloth, with Emblematic Design, extra gilt. 

Important to all Interested in Mines. 

Practical Assayer: A Guide to Miners 

and Explorers. By Oliver North. With Tables and Illuslrative 

Woodcuts. Crown 8vo, "js, f>d. 

•,* Thk hx-t (km dlrtcli«7zi. in Ihi timfUst fn-TH./c ana^lngiulliim and lie 
iaitr melali iy the ehiafal, fuiclutt, and till mtlkali. THasi inlittslid in 
miHiHgfniftrljniialttiiiailtJ, ty/ellrwiagili itttlnuliciu. Is fonri a Ulirably 
cerrecudea of Ifuvalut of tra^mtkout previeut knnvUdgt of tHiityirtr ; whiU 
ft tht yo%itg matt sttkiHgkisforlHHt in mitting eovtttritx ii is indisp€Hsabi£. 

"Ijlielyio prove eMremely uiefiil. The intmietions are cleat and precis*.'— 
chftMiit dJVff Druggist. 

' " xnnpacl tiuEe lolume to all engaged in i ' ' 

-MimngysHm.. 

' aUSTATE DORii'S DESIQHS. 

Rabelais' Works. Faithfully translated 

from the French, with variorum Notes, and numerous charac- 
teristic Illustrations by Gustave Dok£. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 
700 pages. Price "js. bd. 

Uniform with "WoNDERFt;L Characters." 

Remarkable Trials and Notorious 

Characters. From "Half-HanEed Smith," 1700, to Oxford, who 
shot at the Queen, 1840. By Captain L. Benson. With spirited 
full-p^« Engravings by Phiz. 8vo, 550 pages, Ji. id. 

Rochefoucauld's Reflections and 

Moral Maxims. With Introductory Essay by Saintb-Bbcve, and 

Explanatory Notes. Cloth extra, u. td, 
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Reminiscences of the late Thomas 

Assheton Smith, Esq. ; or, The Pursuits of an English Country 
Gentleman. By Sir J. E. Eardley Wilmot, Bart. A New and 
Revised Edition, with Steel-plate Portrait, and plain and coloured 
Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, yj. 6^. 

Roll of Battle Abbey ; or, A List of the Prin- 

cipal Warriors who came over from Normandy with William the 
Conqueror, and Settled in this Country,- A.D. 1066-7. Carefully 
drawn, and printed on fine plate paper, nearly three feet by two 
feet, with the Arms of the principal Barons elaborately emblazoned 
in Gold and Colours. Price 5x. ; or, handsomely framed in carved 
oak of an antique pattern, 22J. (yd. 

Roll of Caerlaverock, the Oldest Heraldic 

Roll ; including the Original Anglo-Norman Poem, and an English 
Translation of the MS. in the British Museum. By Thomas 
Wright, M.A. The Arms emblazoned in Gold and Colours. In 
4to, very Jiandsomely printed, extra gold cloth, I2J. 

Roman Catholics in the County of 

York in 1604. Transcribed from the Original MS. in the Bodleian 
Library, and Edited, with Genealogical Notes, by Edward Pea- 
cock, F.S.A., Editor of "Army Lists of the Roundheads and 
Cavaliers, 1642." Small 4to, handsomely printed and "bound, 15J. 

•»• Genealogists and Antiquaries will find much new and curious matter in 
this work. An elaborate Index refers to every name in tJu volume, among which 
will be found many of the highest local interest. 

Ross's (Chas. H.) Story of a Honey- 
moon. A New Edition of this charmingly humorous book, 
with numerous Illustrations by the Author. Fcap. 8vo, illustrated 
boards, 2j. 



School Life at Winchester College; 

or. The Reminiscences of a Winchester Junior. By the Author of 
"The Log of the Water Lily;" and "The Water Lily on the 
Danube." Second Edition, Revised, Coloured Plates, 7j. 6^. 

Schopenhauer's The World Con- 
sidered as Will and Imagination. Translated by Dr. Franz 
HUffer, Author of '* Richard Wagner and the Music of the 
Future." \In preparation, 
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THE "SECRET OUT" SERIES. 

Crown 8vo, cloth extra, profusely Illustrated, price 41. 6^^. per Vol. 

Art of Amusing, A Collection of Graceful 

Arts, Games, Tricks, Puzzlfes, and Charades, intended to Amuse 
Everybody. By Frank Bellew. With nearly 300 Illustrations. 

Hanky-Panky. A Wonderful Book of 

Very Easy Tricks, Very Difficult Tricks, White Magic, Sleight of 
Hand; in fact, all those startling DecepUons which the Great 
Wizards call " Hanky-Panky." Edited by W. H. Cremer. With 
nearly 200 Illustrations. 

Magician's Own Book. Ample Instruc- 
tion for Performances with Cups and Balls, Eggs, Hats, Hand- 
kerchiefs, &c. All from Actual Experience. Edited by W. H. 
Cremer. With 200 Illustrations. 



Magic No Mystery. A Splendid Collection 

of Tricks with Cards, Dice, Balls, &c. , with fully descriptive work- 
ing Directions. With very numerous Illustrations. {Nearly ready. 

Merry Circle (The), and How the Visitors 

were entertained during Twelve Pleasant Evenings. A Book of 
New Intellectual Games sftid Amusements. Edited by Mrs. Clara 
Bellew. With numerous Illustrations. 



Secret Out; or, One Thousand Tricks with 

Cards, and other Recreations; with Entertaining Experiments in 
Drawing Room or "White Magic." Edited by W. H. Cremer. 
With 300 Engravings. 

Shelley's Early Life. From Original 

Sources. With Curious Incidents, Letters, and Writings, now 
First Published or Collected. By Denis Florence Mac-Carthy. 
Crown 8vo, with Illustrations, 440 pages, 7j. (td. 

Sheridan's Complete Works, with 

Life and Anecdotes. Including his Dramatic Writings, printed 
from the Original Editions, his Works in- Prose and Poetry, Trans- 
lations, Speeches, Jokes,. Puns, &c.; with a Collection of Sheridan- 
iana. Crown 8vo, cloth gilt, with 10 beautifully executed Portraits 
and Scenes from his Plays, *is, 6d. 
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Signboards: Their 

History. With Anecdotes of 
Famous Taverns and Remark- 
able Characters. By Jacob 
Larwood and John Camden 
HoTTBN. Seventh Edition. 
down Svo, clotb extra, "js. 6d. 
" IL ia not flit on th< part of 1 reviewer 
la pick oul the ptums a! an authgr's book, 
thuafilduneaway his cream, uid leaving 
liula IniC ilTiin-iiulk remaiDinE; but, even 



depredation."— rii Tima 

whick •wert/orHttriy hurts from ^*™< 





HANDBOOK OF COLI.OQUIAX.ISUS. 

The Slang Dictionary : 

EtymoJt^cal, Historical, and Anecdotal. 
An Entirely New Edition, revised 
throughout, and considerably Enlarged, 
containing upwards of a Ihoifsand more 
words timi the last edition. Crown 8vo, 
witK Curious Illustrations^ cloth extra, 

— ' " Feculiarlv a book whicb ' no eentlecnan'a library 



—Public Opini 



WSST-END LIFB AMD DOINGB. 

Story of the London Parks. By 

Jacob Larwood. With numerous Illustrations, Coloured and 
Plain. In One thick Volume, crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, 7J. 6rf. 

y if tiiii/avimriU tuttf. 



u,f,^tlu^rh 






tfutr^^allim,, ■ 
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M. KEEPSAKE TOR SUOKEBS. 

Smoker's Text-Book. By J. Hamer, 

F.R.S.L. Exquishely printed from "silver-raced" type, clolh, very 
neat, gitt edges, 3i. bd., post free. 

CHASUIHa NEW TRATEL-BOOE. 




II Louch Ihe happy ulu,^ 

Summer Cruising in the South Seas, 

By Ckarles Warrbn Stoddard. With Twenty-five Engrav- 
ings on Wood, drawn by WAtLlS Mackay. Crown 8to, doth, 
extra gilt, 7^. bd. 

" This is a very unuunir book, and full of that quiet humour for vbieb the 
Americans are so famous- We hare nol space to eaumerate a1[ ihe picturesque 
dcBcripdons, the pcKCical thoughts, which have sochanned m in this volume ^ but we 
recommend out readers to go ta the Soutli Seas with Mi. Stoddard in his prettilv 
illustrated and amu»ngly written little book."— Ca«irr Fair. 

" Mr. Stoddard's book it deli^htTuI reading, and in Mr Wallis Uackay he haa 
found a most congenial and poetical illustrator." — Boekuiitr, 

Ireshness and origiculity." — Juiijr. 
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3J 



Syntax's (Dr.) Three Tours. With the 

whole of Rowlandson's yay droll full-page 1 1 lustrations, in 
Colours, &ftei the Original Drawings. Comprising the vpcll-known 
Tours— I. In Search of the Picturesque, a. In Search 
OF Consolation. 3. In Search of a Wife, The Three 
Series Complele, with a life of the Author by John Camden 
HoTTEN. Medium 8vo, cloth extra, gilt, price 71. bd. 

Theseus: A Greek Fairy Legend. 

Illustrated, in a series of Designs in Gold and Sepia, byJOHNMoYR 
Smith, Wilh descriptive text. Oblong folio, price ^s. dd. 




Theodore Hook's Choice Humorous 

Works, with his Ludicrous Advenfures, Bons-mots, Puns, and 
Hoaiea. With a new Life of the Author, Portraits, Facsimiles, 
and Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 60a pages, cloth extra, ^!. &d. 

when 'ie hour coma for collecting Ihem, nUl 
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MR. SWINBURNE'S WORKS.* 



Second Edition now ready of 

Both we 1 1 : A Tragedy. By Algernon 

Charles Swinburne. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, pp. 540, i2j. 6d, 

" Mr. Swinburne's most prejudiced critic cannot, we think, deny that ' Bothwell' 
is a poem of a verjr high character. Every line bears traces of power, individuality, 
and vivid imagination. The versification, while characteristically supple and melo- 
dious, also attains, in spite of some affectations, to a sustained strength and dignity 
of a remarkable kind. Mr. Swinburne is not only a master of the music of.Jan* 
guage, but he has that indescribable touch which discloses the true poet — the touch 
tnat lifts from off the ground." — Saturday Review. 

" It is not too much to sav that, should he never write anything more, the poet 
has by this work firmly established his position, and given us a poem upon which his 
fame may safelv fest. He no longer indulges in that frequent alliteration, or that 
oppressive wealth of imagery and colour, which gave rhythm and splendour to some 
of his works, but woi^ld have been out of place in a grand historical poem ; we have 
now a fair oi>portunity of judging what the poet can do when deprived of such 
adventitious aid, — and the verdict is, that he must henceforth rank amongst the first 
of British authors." — Graphic. 

"The whole drama flames and rings with high passions and great deeds. The' 
imagination is splendid; the style large and imperial; the insight into character 
keen ; the blank verse varied, sensitive, flexible, alive. Mr. Swinburne has once more 
proved his right to occupy a seat among the lofty singers of our land." — Daily News, 

" A really grand, statuesque dramatic work. . . . The reader vdll here find 
Mr. Swinburne at his very best, if manliness, dignity, and fulness of style are superior 
to mere pleasant singing and alliterative \ync&^ ^Standard. 

" Splendid pictures, subtle analyses of passion, smd wonderful studies of character 
will repay him who attains the end. • • • In this huge volume are many fine and 
some unsurpassable things. Subtlest traits of character abound, and descriptive pas- 
sages' of singular delicacy." — Athetueum.^ 

** There can be no doubt of the dramatic force of the poeuL It is severely simple 
in its diction, and never dull ; there are innumerable fine touches on almost every 
page. "— vSctf /*wa«. 

** ' Bothwell* shows us Mr. Swinburne at a point immeasurably superior to any that 
he has yet achieved. It vrill confirm and increase the reputation which his daring 
genius mis already won. He has handled a difficult subject with a mastery of art 
which is a true intellectual triumph." — Hour. 



Chaste lard : A Tragedy. Foolscap 8vo, js. 
Poems and Ballads. Foolscap 8vo, 95. 

Notes on " Poems and Ballads/', and 

on the Reviews of them. Demy 8vo, is. 

Songs before Sunrise. Post 8vo, 10^. 6d. 
Atalanta in Calydon. Fcap. Svo, 6^. 
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Mr. Swinburne's Works — coniinuid. 

The Queen Mother and Rosamond. 

Foolscap Svo, 5^. ■ ^ 

A Song of It aly. Foolsca p 8vo, 3^. (>d. 

Ode on the Proclamation of the 

French Republic. Demy 8vo, \s. 

Under the Microscope. Post 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

William Blake : A Critical Essay. With 

fac5imile PaiiitingEi, Coloured by Hand, after the Drawings by Blake 
and bis Wife. Demy 8vo, l&t. 



THB THAOKlilliT SKBiraK-BOOK, 

THACKERAYANA. 

Ni'l,-! ami AiiKdol,-!, 

IHuslraled by about Six Hundred 
Skelches liy William Makefeace 
TuACKERAV, ikpicting Humorous In 
ciilents in his School'lifc, and Favourite 
Scenes and Characters in the books of hia 
every-day reading, Now for the First 
Time Published, from the Original 
Drawings made on Ihe margins of hia 
books, &c. Large post Kvo, cloth ettra 
giJt, gill top, price 13^. 6i/. 

"It is Thackeny'i aim lo Rpraent lire u it ii aciuslty and h stoncally—men 
womcD u (bey arc, in thou >illutioii1 in wh ch Ihcy are usually placed with 
niiilure of iood md evil, of slrinalh anil foible, nhidh is to be found in 1 

will have no fauhleH chaiaclcis, do demi-goils,— noihing bui men and btelhren 

74 &• 7S. PICCADILLY, LONDON. W. 




BOOKS PUBLISHED BY CHATTQ 6* WINDUS. 




Timbs' Clubs and Club Life in Lon- 
don. With Anecdotes of its Famous Coffee Houses, Hostel- 
RIES, and Taverns. By John Times, F.S.A. New Ediiion, 
with NUMEROUS iLLUSTRATtONS, drawn expressly. Crown 8vo, 
cloth extra, 600 pages, is. (>d. 

',' A CumfanKit to " Ttu Hisisty ef Sirn-Bnardi." It ai<m'i4t in aaaist 
tturitisftlu Blut StockiDg, Kii-Kai, BeefSlentc, Robin Hood, Mohock., Striblwus, 
One o'clock. Ihs Civil. aW^BiiiAwf^s/d/^in-CfHJi; fwr'Air iriVA Tom'i. Dick's. 
it Co fit Ho«as oftlu loit c. 



The book lupplieii much.felt winC. The club i< the »enue tneeoi 



at Iht 

»iiiu oTliunry interesl. and espcdaliy icipcciinK varin. 
the value of which only incrciHi with the lipse of time/ - 



Trmbs' English Eccentrics and Ec- 
centricities. Stories of Wealth and Fashion, Delusions, Impos- 
tures and Fanatic Missions, Strange Sights and Sporting Scenes, 
Eccentric Artists, Theatrical Folks, Men of Letters, 4c. ^JOHPt 
Times, F.S.A. An entirely New Edition, with about 50 Blustra- 
tions. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, 600 pages, js. 6d. 
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Taylor's History of 

Playing Cards. With Sittv curiouF 

lUustratKXiE. 550 pp., crown 8td, doth. 

eitra gilt, price •]!. wf. 

*," Aiutttti and Modtrn Gumtx, Cptijnring, 
ForliHU-Ttllfne.aitd Cant Siarfirtf, Garil-lms 
and CalaaaSim, CaricmaKCT, Old C„,„i„f. 
- • - • ■ —mdJ/Mtty. '•■■ 




Vagabondiana; or, Anec- 
dotes of Mendicant Wanderers through 
the Streets of London ; with Portraits of 
the most lemarkable, drawn horn the |j 
Life by John TngwAS SMITH, late 

Keeper of the Prints in the British Mnseum. With Introduc- 
tion bjF Francis Doucb, and deaciiptivc text. Reprinted from the 
original, with the Woodcuts, and the 32 Plates, from the original 
Coppers, in crown 410, half Roxburghe, price izi. &/. 

"LE9 KIS^RABLES." Complete In Three Farta. 

Victor Hugo's Fantine. Now first pub- 
lished in an English Translation, '-'^- 

exception of a few advisable 

This wor jomri ^p^^^« L " 
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Victor Hugo's Cosette and IVIarius. 

Translated into English, complete, uniform with " Fantine." Post 
8vo, illustrated boards, 2s. 



Victor Hugo's Saint Denis and Jean 

Valjean. Translated into English, complete, uniform with the 
above. Fost 8td, illustrated bo^^ li. dd. 
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Vyner's Notitia Venatica: A Treatise 

on Fox-Hunting, the General Management of Hounds, and the 
Diseases of Dogs ; Distemper and Rabies ; Kennel Lameness, &c. 
Sixth Edition, Enlarged. By Robert C. Vyner. With spirited 
Illustrations in Colours, by Alken, of Memorable Fox- 
hunting Scenes. Royal 8vo, cloth extra, 21s, 

•»• An tniirelf new edition of the best work on Fox-Huniing. 



Walt Whitman's Leaves of Grass. 

The Complete Work, precisely as issued by the Author in Washing- 
ton. A thick volume, 8vo, green cloth, price 91. 

"Whitman is a poet who bears and needs to be read as a whole, and then the 
ahime and torrent of his power carrv the disfig^ 
He is really a fine fellow.'*--CAa»«3rrr# Journal. 



vohime and torrent of his power carrv the disfigurements falong with it and away. 

herse " 



Walton and Cotton, Illustrated. — The 

Complete Angler ; or, the Contemplative Man's Recreation ; 
being a Discourse of Rivers, Fish-ponds, Fish and Fishing, written 
by IZAAK Walton ; and Instructions how to Angle for a Trout or 
Grayling in a clear Stream, by Charles Cotton. With Original 
Memoirs and Notes by Sir Harris Nicolas, K.C.M.G. With 
the whole 61 Illustrations, precisely as in the royal 8vo two- 
volume Edition issued by Pickering. A New Edition, complete in 
One Volume, large crown 8vo, with the Illustrations from the 
original plates, printed on full pages, separately from the text, price 
^5, 6d, 



Warrant to Execute Charles I- An 

6xact Facsimile of this important Document, with the Fifty-nine 
Signatures of the Regicides, and corresponding Seals, admirably 
executed on paper made to imitate the original document, 22 in. by 
14 in. Price 2s. ; or, handsomely framed and glazed in carved oak 
of sintique pattern, I4r. 6d, 

Warrant to Execute Mary Queen of 

Scots. The Exact Facsimile of this important Document, includ- 
ing the Signature of Queen Elizabeth and Facsimile of the Great 
Seal, on tinted paper, made to imitate the Original MS. Price 
2s, ; or, handsomely framed and glazed in carved oak of antique 
pattern, 145. 6d, 
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Waterford Roll (The).— Illuminated 

Charter-Roll of Waterford, Temp, Richard II. 

•,* AmaiKU Ihi CoHBTatimi MiaUmntt ef llu City a/ Wate^ardit fnstrvtd 
art oncieHi uiuminated Roll, fff£r€ftt inltrtsi und bstaiiy.comprtsine alt t\t tarUf 
CSye/Watt^aa.fnmthtl'miofHtHTytt.tt 

..^ 'irail^rackKinfivAettCMarttrisgivttt — tneln^iig 

'nmg, and ogatH at oh advanetd sgw—adartu IMt margin. 
lllmKiflimeffiiirvihiek art imaUer, and n muknt tf 
■,...^, ™,,^™-, «f«( to ,„-7.t /.ttiu ■■» /f -w'*-""~< i"««™wii/-,omij™«ii. 
rebcsafUalt. lHaddiUlimiilJuva.riPaHraitia/anArc>liil>liltiHMtciuaH!cals, 
n/ a Chanetmr. OKdoflnan, ,./ Iki M./ BnrgaKS «/ Ikt CUy d/ Walirfird, ai 
nurUasdn^iarfyainimsPo •r.tUtofthtMivoni/fDMbHn. Waterfird-lAmtrick, 
•■mtCar),.,figutid/srlktmo.,','y.!--liHllU^iuUnli^artiU cailmni itf Ot Sttend 
Ricliard'i riigtt, l/tsurk fa ' '.liine ef ffloiw qf tlU fiecnliariHu tf Ikal sf 
Edaiard III. A llogrtJur Ik „ .u,ciiHt mri ^arlu vniqul ffiU kindin Inland^ 
anddtstrvn tohgreicuedjroj!ijliiiz>iiin,&ytke fiHf>fr'-'''?'"'-''''^*MH"^iff4Ckarterw, 

andrffac-iimilaifaUlktUlumbmlam. Tlir , ■ : ■j'orkiiHmid 

IkrvamnckBfhlenlidfiMsliDno/lkiarlaiuf . .-.Vsnifaa 

attltn in Ir^andal fAt chit ^ilu feitrtitilh c,::: :, '-. ■ . .irr, wmr 

^ Ikim, UgkijiimfartaHt Jrom an kiilarie faint o/nirw. 

Tkt lanmhalwnt kavt illH accuraltly Iracid ami calourtd fr,r lit ■wtn-k/nm a 
caty carifullf modi, fyitnHiitisn i/lki lUayar arid CarfoTatioK 0/ Walttjtrd, hi 
M< Utt Gtargt V. Dh Noytr, Esq..M.R.l.A. ; andllait Ckartirs itkicK kaivm,! 
alrtady affrartd in fnitl mil! ic tdittd fy Ike Etv. jamti Cravts, A.B., 
M.R.I.A., Hen. Stcntary KiUumiy and Smlk-Eail ^Inland Arekaaloeicmt 
Sadtly. 

Tkt Wark toill 6r hnagkl ml in tit hat manmr, viith imbatttd cetur and 
ckaracitrislic litlt-pagr ; and si will it /ut (e Press at toon as ayt SKitcribers 
an niiainid. Tke price, in imperial 4(0, it m. Is altcriitri, or 301. la nen- 



Wonderful Characters : Memoirs and 

Anecdotes of Remarkable and Eccentric Persons of Every Age and 
Nation. From the text of Henry Wilson and James Caulfield. 
Crown 8vo, cloth eitra, with Sixty-one full-page Engravings of 
Cxtiaordinaiy Persons, Is. 6J. 

•.• Tkert are sa many curiims mailers disaandin Iklt valamt, Ikal any per- 
son wkff lakes it itp viill net readily lay it devin nntii ke kas read it ikr^igk^ 
Tke /Mtrtdttctian it aimast tntirily dtvated ta a contidtratian af P^Faced 
Ladiei, and Ike varima stories cancerTiing them. 



Wright's (Andrew) Court-Hand Re- 
stored ; or, Student's Assistant in Reading Old Deeds, Charters, 
Records, &c. Half Morocco, a New Edition, los. bd. 
•,• TkeieilgitidilalktreadiiitiifaldSecards.iv. 
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WHght's Caricature History of the 
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Wright's Caricature History of tiie 

Georgas (House of Hanover). With 400 Pictures, Caricatures, 
Squibs, Broadsides, Window Pictures, &c By TonUAS WWGHT, 
Esq., M.A., F.S.A. Crown 8vo, cloth «ttra, 7/, 6rf. 




woodcut frnin (Mfay, whi(^^VES us Burlic ud Soi,"—Saiiirdaf Rniim. 

ioff. It luB the tw^old merit of beme at once a m us ing and edl^DE^" — Morning 
Put. 

Yankee Drolleries, Edited by G. A. Sala. 

Containing Aetsmus Wabd's Book; Biglow VaperS; Obfheus 
C. Kerr; Jack Downing; and Nasbv Papers. 7qp pp., 3^. (>d. 



More Yankee Drolleries. Containing 

Akteh us Ward's Travels; Hans Breitmahn i Professor at 
Breakfast Table; Biolow Papers, Part II.; and Tosh Bil- 
UNGs ; with iDtroductioQ br G. A. Sala. 700 pp., cloth, 31. bd. 



A Third Supply of Yankee Drolleries. 

Containing Artbuus Ward's Fenians ; Autocrat of Bkeak- 
rASTTABLB; BkbtHartb'sStoeibs) Innocents Abroad; and 
New Pilgriu's Frogress ; with an latioduction by G. A. Sala. 
Joopp., doth, y. id 

7* &• 75, PICCADILLY, LONDON. W. 



ies 



ii> 



f 



